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THE 
PREFACE TO THE READER. 

'Tp H E nation is in too high a ferment, for me to 
-■' expect either fair vrar, or even fo much as fair 
quarter, from a reader of the oppofite party. All mea 
are engaged either on this fide or that ; and though 
confcience is the common word, which is given by 
both, yet if a writer fall among enemies, and cannot 
give the marks of their confcience, he is knocked down 
before the reafons of his own are heard. A preface^ 
therefore, which is but a befp^king of favour, is al- 
together uCblefs. What I deflre the reader fhould know 
concerning me, he will find in the body of the poem, 
if he have but the patience to perufe it. Only this ad« 
vertifcment let him take before-hand, which relates to 
the merits of the caufe. No general characters of par- 
ties (call them either feCts or churches) can be fo fully 
and exactly drawn, as to comprehend all the feveral 
members of them ; at leaft all fuch as are received un- 
der that denomination. For example ; there are fome 
of the church by law eilabUdied, who envy not liberty 
of confcience to diflepters ; as being well fatisfied that, 
according to tiieir own principles, they ought not to 
pcrfecute them. Yet thefe, by reafon of their fewnefs, 
I could not diftinguiih from the numbers of the reft, 
with whom they are embodied in one common xvaxnit. 
On the other fide, there are many o£ omi &^s, "axv^ 



4 , TO THE READER. 
more indeed than I could reafonably have hoped, wh 
have withdrawn themfelves from the communion of th 
Panther, and embraced this gracious indulgence of hi 
majefty in point of tolei-ation. But neither to the on 
nor the other of thefe is this fatire any way intended 
it is aimed only at the rcfraftory and difobedient oi 
cither fide. For thofe, who are come over to the roya 
party, are confequently fuppofed to be out of gun-ihot 
Our phyficians have obferved, that, in procefs of time 
fome difeafes have abated of their virulence, and hav< 
in a manner worn out their malignity, fo as to be m 
longer mortal : and why may not I fuppofe the fam< 
concerning fome of thofe, who have formerly been ene- 
mies to kingly government, as well as Catholic religion j 
I hope they have now another notion of bothy as having 
found, by comfortable experience, that the do6brine oi 
perfecution is far from being an article of our faith. 

It is not for any private man to cenfure the proceed- 
ings of a foreign prince : but, without fufpicion of flat- 
tery, I may pi-aife our own, who has taken contrary 
meafures, and thofe more fuitable to the fpirit of Chri- 
ftianity. Some of the diflfenters, in their addrefles to 
his majefty, have faid, <• That he has reftorcd God to 
*' his empire over confciencc." I'confefs, I dare not 
ftretch the figure to fo great a boldnefs : but I may 
fafely fay, that confcience is the royalty and prerogative 
of every private man. He is abfolute in his own breaft, 
and accountable to no earthly power, for that which 
paflTcs only betwixt God and Aim. Thofe who are 
driven mto the fold are, srenerailv fncaking, rather 
Jtj:i(/e hypocrites than converts. 



TO THE READER. $ 

This indulgence being granted to all the fefls, it 
ought in reafon to be expected, that they ihould both 
receive it> and receive it thankfully. For, at this time 
of day> to refufe the benefit, and adhere to thofe whom 
they have efteemed their perfecutors, what is it elfe, 
but publicly to own, that they fuifered not before for 
confcience-fake, but only out of pride and obftinacy, 
to feparate from a church for thofe impofitions, which 
they now judge may be lawfully obeyed i After they 
have fo long contended for their clailical ordination (not 
to fpeak of rites and ceremonies), will they at length 
fubmit to an epifcopal ? If they can go fo far out of 
complaifance to their old enemies, methinks a little rea* 
fon ihould perfuade them to take another ftep, and fee . 
whither that would lead them. 

Of the receiving this toleration thankfully I (hall fay 
no more, than that they ought, and I doubt not they 
will confider from what hand they received it. It is 
not &om a Cyrus, a heathen prince, and a foreigner, 
but from a chriftian king, their native fovereign $ who 
experts a return in fpecie from them, that the kindnefs, 
which he has gracioufly Ihewn them, may be retaliated 
on thofe of his own perfuafion. 

As for the poem in general, I will only thus far fa- 
tisfy the reader, that it was neither impofed on me, nor 
fo much as the fubjeft given me by any man. It was 
written during the laft winter, and the beginning of 
this fpring; though with long inteiTuptions of ill 
health and other hindrances. About a fortnight before 
I had finilhed it, his majefty's declaration for liberty of 
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confcience came abroad : which if I had fo foon ex- 
pe6led, I might have fpared myfeif the labour of writing 
many things which are contained in the third part of it. 
But I was always in fome hope, that the church of 
England might have been perfuaded to have tak^Bv«fF 
the penal laws and the teft, which was one defign of the 
poem, when I propofed to myfclf the writing of it. 

It is evident that fome part of it was only occafional, 
and not firft intended : I mean that defence of myfelf, 
to which every honeft man is bound, when he is inju- 
rioufly attacked in print: and I refer myfelf to the 
judgment of thofe, who have read the Anfwer to the 
defence of the late king's papers, and that of the dut- 
chefs (in which laft I was concerned) how charitably I 
have been reprefented there. I am now informc-d both 
\ of the author and fupervifors of this pamphlet, and will 

r^ply, when I think he can affront me : for I am of 
Socrates^s opinion, that all creatures cannot. In the 
mean time let him confider whether he deferved not a 
more fevere reprehenfion, than I gave him formerly, 
for ufmg fo little refpcft to the memory of thofe, whom 
he pretended to anfwer j and at his leifure, look out for 
fome original treatife of humility, written by any Pro- 
il teftant in Englifh 5 I believe I may fay in any other 

tongue : for the magnified piece of Duncomb on that 
fnbjeft, which either he muft mean, or none, and with 
which another of his fellows has upbraided me, was 
tranflated from the Spanifh of Rodriguez j though with 
the ohxilfion of the feventeenth, the twenty-fourth, the 
5 twenty- 
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iwenty-fifth, and the laft chapter^ which will be found 
in comparing of the books. 

He would have infinuated to the world, that her late 
highnefft died not a Roman Catholic. He declares 
himfelf to be now fatisfied to the contrary, in which he 
has given up the caufe : for matter of fa£i was the 
principal debate betwixt us. In the mean time, he 
would difpute the motives of her change 5 haw prepof- 
teroufly, let all men judge, when he f^emed to deny the 
fubjeft of the controverfy, the change itfelf. And be- 
caufe I would not take up this ridiculous challenge, he 
tells the world I cannot argue ; but he may as well in- 
fer, that a Catholic cannot fall, becaufc he will not 
take up the cudgels againll Mrs. James, to confute th« 
Proteftant religion. 

I have but one word more to fay concerning the 
poem as fucb, and abftra6led from the matters, either 
religious or civil, which are handled in it. The firft 
part, confiding mod in general characters and narra- 
tion, I have endeavoured to raife, and give it the ma* 
jeftic turn of heroic poefy. The fecond, being matter of 
difpute, and chiefly concerning church authority, I was 
obliged to make as plain and perfpicuous as pofTibly I 
could ; yet not wholly neglefting the nifmbers, though 
I had not frequent occafions for the magnificence of 
verfe. The third, which ^has moi*e of the nature of 
domeftic converfation, is, or ought to be, more free 
and familiar than the two former. 

There are in it two epifodes, or fables, which are in- 
terwoven with the main defign j fo that they are pro- 
B 4. ^^x\^ 
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/ 
But fince the mighty ravage, which he made 
In German forefts, bad his guilt betrayM, 
With broken tulks, and^witb a boiTow'd name. 
He fhun'd the vengeance, and concealed the ibame 5 
So lurk'd in fe6ls unfecn. With greater guile 
Falfe Reynard fed on confecrated fpoil : 
The gracelefs beafl by Athanafius firfk 
Was chasM from Nice, then by Socinus nius'd : 
His impious race their blafphemy renewed. 
And nature's king through nature's optics view'd. 
Reversed they view'd him lelTenM to their eye. 
Nor in an infant could a God defcry. 
New fwarming fefts to this obliquely tend. 
Hence they began, and here they all will end. 
What weight of antient witnefs can prevail. 
If private reafon hold the public fcale ? 
But, gracious God, how well doft thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide ! 
Thy throne is darknefs in th' abyfs of light, 
A blaze of glory that forbids the fight. 
O teach me to believe thee thus conceaPd, 
And fearch no farther than thyfelf rcveal'd ; 
But her alone for my direftor take. 
Whom thou haft promised never to forfake ! 
My thoughtlels youth was wing'd with vain deiires. 
My manhood, long milled by wandering fires, 
Followed falfe lights J and, when their glimpfe was gone. 
My pride ftruck out new fparkles of her own. 
Such was I, fuch by nature ftill I am j 
Be thine the glory, and be mine the ihame. 

Good 
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Good life be now my taik : my doubts are donet 
What more could fright my faith, than three in one f 

Can I believe eternal God could lie 

Difguis.'d in mortal mold and infancy ? 

That the giicat Maker of the world could die ? 

And after that truft my imperfcA fenfe. 

Which calls in queftion his omnipotence ? 

Can I my reafon to my faith com|>el ? 

And fliall my fight, and touch, and uftc,' rebel ? 

Superior faculties are fet afide ; 

Shall their fubfervicnt organs be my guide ? 

Then let the moon ufurp die rule of day. 

And winking tapers ftiew the fun his way ; 
/For what my fenfes can themfelves perceive, 
t I need no revelation to believe. 

Can they who fay the hoft fhould be defcry'd 

By fenfe, define a body glorify 'd ? 

Impaffable, and penetrating parts ? 

Let them declare by what myfterious arts 

He fhot that body through th^ oppofing might ^ 

Of bolts and bars impervious to the light, f 

And ftood before his train confefsM in open fight. ^ 

For fince thus wondroufly he pafsM, ^tis plain. 

One fingle place two bodies did contain. 

And fure the fame omnipotence as well 

Can make one body in more places dwell. 

Let reafon then at her own quarry fly. 

But how can finite grafp infinity? 
'Tis urg'd again, that faith did firft commence 

By miracles, which are appeals to fenfe, 
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And thence concluded, that our fenfe mud be 
The motive ftill of credibility. 
For latter ages muft on former wait, . * 

And „what began bclie£-mufe^M?©pagatif."" " 

But winnow well this thought, and you Aiall find 
'Tis light as chaff that flies before the wind. 
Were all thofe wonders wrought by power divine, 
As means or ends of fome more deep defign ? 
Mod fare as means, whofe end was this alone, 

, To prove the Godhead of th' eternal Son. 
God thus afferted, man is to believe 
Beyond what fenfe and reafon can conceive, 

\And for myflerious things of faith rely 

/ On the proponent, heaven's authority. 
/ If then our faith we for our guide admit, 
1 Vain is the farther fearch of human wit, 
\ As when the building gains a furcr flay, 

' We take th' unufeful fcaffolding away. 
Reafon by fenfe no more can underftand 5 
The game is playM into another hand. 
Why chufe we then like bilanders to creep ^ 

Along the coafl, and land in view to keep, > 

When fafely we may launch into the deep ? ^ 

In the fame vefFcl which our Saviour bore, 
Himfelf the pilot, let us leave the (hore. 
And with a better guide a better world explore. 
Could he his Godhead veil with flcfh and blood. 
And not veil thefe again to be our food ? 
His grace in both is equal \n extent, 
The firli affords us life, the fecond nourilhmcnt. 

And 
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And if he can, why all this frantic pain 
To conftrue what his cleareft words contain^ 
And make a riddle what he made fo plain ? 
To take up half on truft, and half to try. 
Name it not faith, but bungling bigotry. 
Both knave and fool the merchant we may call. 
To pay great fums, and to compound the fmall : 
For who would break with heaven, and would not 

break for all ? 
Reft then, my foul, from endlefs aoguiih freed : 
Nor fciences thy guide, nor fenfe thy creed. 
Faith is the beft enfurer of thy blifs $ 
The bank above mufi fail before the venture mi^ 
But heaven and heaven-bom faith are far frcm thrr^ 
Thou firft apoftate to divinity. 
UnkennelM range in thy Polcmian plains : 
A fiercer foe th' infatiate wolf remaiiif. 
Too boaHful Britain, pleafe thyfelf co more. 
That beafts of prey are baniih*d frcm tkj Ss^ 
The bear, the boar, and every lavage i 
Wild in effe^, though in appearance \ 
Lay wafte thy woods, deftroy thy ba^ml 1 
And, muzzled though they lieem, the anse* ^bmut^ 
More haughty than the reft, the «cl£& not 
Appear with belly gaunt, and fami&'d £ks s 
Never was fo deformed a beaft of gnce. 
His ragged tail betwixt his legi he wears *) 

Clofe clapM for (hame ; but his foi^ ctdi be ^san^ > 
And pricks up his predeftinadng ean. I 
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His wild diforderM walk, his haggard cyw, 
Did all the beftial citizens furprize. 
'i'hough fearM and hated, yet he ruVd a wbile^ 
As captain or companion of the fpoil. 
Full many a year his hateful head had been 
For tribute paid, nor fince in Cambria feen : 
The laft of all the litter fcapM by chance. 
And from Geneva firft infefted- France, 
dome authors thus his pedigree will trace. 
But others write him of an upftart race ; 
Becaufe of WicklifTs brood no mark he brings^ 
But his innate antipathy to kings. ' 
Thefe laft deduce him from th* Helvedan kind, 
"Who near the Leman-lake his confort lin'd : 
That fiery Zuinglius firft th^affeftion bred. 
And meagre Calvin blcft the nuptial bed. 
In Ifrael fome believe him whelp*d long fince, 
When the proiid fanhedrim opprefs'd the prince. 
Or, fmce he will be Jew, derive him higher. 
When Corah with his brethren did confpire 
From Mofes' hand the fovcreign fway to wreft. 
And Aaron of his ephod to diveft t 
Till opening earth made way for all to pafs. 
And could not bear the burden of a claft. 
The fox and he came ftiuffled in the dark. 
If ever they were ftow'd in Noah's ark : 
Perhaps not made ; for all their barking train 
The dog (a common fpecies) will contain. 
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lAnd fome wild curs, who from their mafters ran, 

/Abhorring the fupremacy of man, 

In woods and caves the rebel-race began. 

O happy pair, how well have you iocxeas'd ! 
What ills in church and ftatc have you redncfa'd ? 
"With teeth untry'd, and rudiments of claws, . 
Your firft effay was on your native laws t 
Thofe having torn with eafe, and trampled down. 
Your fangs you faftcn^d on the mitred crown. 
And freed Jrom God and monarchy your town. . 
What though your native kennel ftili be ^nall. 
Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall) 
Yet your vi^xurious colonies are fent 
Where the north ocean girds the continent. 
QuickenM with Ere below, your monfters breed 
In fenny Holland, and in fruitful Tweed s 
And like the firft the lail affeas to be 
Di-awn to the drc^s of a democracy. 
As, where in fields the fairy rounds are feen, 
A rank four herbage rifes on the green ; 
So, fpringing where thofe midnight elves advance^ 
Rebellion prints the fbotfteps of the dance. 
Such are their do6h•i^es, fuch contempt they fliow 
To heaven abov^, and to their prince below. 
As none but traitors and blafphenaei-s know. 
God, like the tyrant of the flcies, is piac'd. 
And kings, like flaves, beneath the crowd debased. 
So fulfome is their food, that flocks refufe 
To bite, and only dogs for phyfic ufe. 
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As, where the lightning runs along the ground. 

No hulbandry can heal the blading wound j 

Nor bladed grafs, nor bearded corn fucceeds. 

But fcales of fcurf and putrefaftion breeds : 

Such wars, fuch wafte, fuch fiery tracks of dearth 

Their zeal ha» left, and fuch a teemlefs earth. 

But, as the poifons of the deadlieft kind 

Are to theiir own unhappy coafts confinM j 

As only Indian (hades of iight deprive. 

And ma^c plants will but in Colchos thrive j 

So prefbytery and peftilential zeal 

Can only flourifh in a commonweal. 

From Celtic woods is chased the wolfiih cfew ; 

But ah ! fome pity ev'n to brutes is due s 

Their native walks methinks they might enjoy, 

Curb'd of their.native malice to deftroy. 

Of all the tyrannies on human-kind. 

The worft is that which perYecutcs the mind. 

Let us but weigh at what offence we flrike, 

*Tis but becaufe we cannot think alike. 

In punifhing of this, we overthrow 

The laws of nations and of nature too. 

Beails are the fubje^is of tyrannic fway. 

Where ftill the (Wronger on the weaker prey, 

Man only of a fofter mold is made. 

Not for his fellow*s ruin, but their aid i 

Created kind, beneficent, and free. 

The noble image of the Deity. 

One portion of informing fire was g^ven 
To bnites, th' inferior family of heaven : 

Thr 
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The finitli divine, as with a carelefs beat. 

Struck out the mute creation at a heat t 

But when arrivM at laft to human race, 

The Godhead took a deep confiderlng fpace ; 

And to diftinguifii man from all the reft. 

Unlocked the facred treafures of his breaft j 

And mercy mixt with reafon did impart. 

One to his head, the other to his heart : 

Reafon to rule, but mercy to forgive : 

The firft is law, the laft prerogative. 

And like his mind his outward form appearM, 

When, ifluing naked, to the wonflering herd, 

HecharmM their eyes ; and, for they lov'd, they fear*d : 

Not armM with horns of aibitrary might, 

Or claws to feize their furry fpoils in fight, 

Or with increafe of feet t' overtake them in their fiij 

Of eafy ftiape, and pliant every way j 

Confeiling ftill the foftnefs of his clay. 

And kind as kings upon their coronation-day ; 

With open hands, and with extended fpace 

Of arms, to fatisfy a large embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made maa 

His kingdom o'er his kindred world began : 

Till knowledge mifapply'd, mifunderftood. 

And pride of empire four'd his balmy blood. 

Then, firft rebelling, his own ftamp he coins \ 

The murderer Cain was latent in his loin^ : 

And blood began its firft and loudeft cry. 

For differing worftiip of the Deity. 

Vol. IL C Thu^ 
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Thus perfecutfon rofe, and farther (pace 
Produc'd the mighty hunter of his race. 
Not fo the hlefled Pan hrs flock increas'd, 
Content to fold them from the famifh'd bead r 
Mild were his laws; the iheep ^nd hannlefs hind 
Were never of the per/ecuting kind. 
Such pity now the pious paftor (hows. 
Such mercy from the Britifh lion flows. 
That both provide protection from their foes. 

Oh happy regions, Italy and Spain, 
Which never did thofc monfters entertain ! 
The wolf, the bear; the boar, can there advance 
No native claim of ju(l inheritance. 
And felf-prefefving laws, fevere in (how. 
May guard their fences from th* invading foe. 
Where birth has plac'd them, kt them fafely fhare 
The common benefit of vital air. 
Themfelves unharmful, let them live unharmed j 
Their jaws difabled, and their claws difarmM : 
Here, only in noClumal bowlings bold, 
They dare not feize the Hind, nor leap the fold. 
More powerful, and as vigilant as they. 
The lion awfully forbids the prey. 
Their rage repi^efsM, though pinch'd with famine foi*e. 
They ftand aloof, and tremble at his roar : 
Much is their hunger, but their fear is more. 
Thefe are the chief : to number o*er the reft. 
And ftand, like Adam, naming every beaft, 
Were weaiy work j nor .will the Mufe dcfcribe 
A fiimy-bom and fun-begotten tribe j 

5 Who, 
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Who, far from ftcepks sind their facrwi founds 
In fields their fullcn convtnticles found. 
Thefe grols, half-animated, lumps I leave j 
Nor can I think what thotights they can conceive. 
But, if they think at all» 'tis fure no higher 
Than matter, put in motion, may afpire : 
Souls that can fcarce ferment their mais of clay s 
So droffy, fo diviiible are they. 
As would but ferve pure bodies for allay s 
Such fouls as (hards produce, fuch beede things 
As only buz to heaven with evening wings j 
Strike in the dark, offending but by chance. 
Such ^re the blindfokl blows of ignorance. 
They know not beings, and but hate a name | 
To them the Hind and Panther ai-e the fame. 

The Panther fure the nobleft, next the Hind» 
And faireft creature of the fpotted kind $ 
Oh, could her in-born ftains be wa(hM away^ 
She wer^ too good to be a bead of prey ! 
How can I praife, or blame, and not offend, 
iOr how divide the frailty from the friend ? 
4ler faults and virtues lie fo mix'd, that ihe 
^or wholly ftands condemned, nor wholly free. 
Then, like her injured lion, let me fpeak j. 
^e cannot bend her, and he would not break. 
Unking already, and eftrangM in part. 
The wolf begins to fliare her wandering heart. 
.Though unpolluted yet with a6lual ill, 
ehe \alf commits who £ns but in her will. 

C a If, 
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If, as Qur dreaming platonifts report. 

There could be fpirits of a middle fort. 

Too black for heaven, and yet too white for hell. 

Who juft dropt half way down, nor lower fell j 

So poisM, Co gently (he dcfcends from high. 

It feems a foft difmiflion from the (ky. 

Her boufe not ancient, whatfoe^gr pretence 

Her clergy heralds make in her defence. 

A fecond century not half-way run, * 

Shice the new honours of her blood begun. 

A lion ol4, obfcene, and furious made 

By luft, comprefsM her mother in a (hade; 

Then, by a left-hand marriage, weds the dame. 

Covering adultery with a fpecious name : 

So fchifm begot ; and facrilege and (he, 

A well-match'd pair, got gracelefs herefy. 

God*s and kings i-ebels'have the fame good cau(e. 

To trample down divine and human laws : 

Both would be callM reformers, and their hate 

Alike defti-uftive both to church and (tatc : 

The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawlefs prince 

By luxury reform*d incontinence 5 

By ruins, charity j by riots, abftinence. 

ConfelTions, fafts, and penance fet afide 5 

Oh with what eafc we follow fuch a guide. 

Where fouls are (burM, and fenfes gratify*d! 

Wliere marriage pleafures midnight prayer fupply. 

And mattin bells, a melancholy cry, 

Are tun'd to merrier notes, Increafe and multiply. 

5 Religion 
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Religion (hews a rofy-colour'd face ; "% 

Not batter'd out with drudging works of grace : > 

A down-hill reformation rolls apace. J. 

What flefh and blood would crowd the narrow gate, J 
Or, till they wafte their pamper'd paunches, wait ? f 
All would be happy at the cheapeft rate. 3 

Though our lean faith thefe rigid laws has given. 
The full-fed Muflulinan goes fat to heaven j 
For his Arabian prophet with delights 
Of fenfe allur'd his eaftern profelytes. 
The jolly Luther, reading him, began 
T' interpret Scriptures by his Alcoran ; 
To grub the thorns beneath our tender feet. 
And make the paths of Paradife more fweet : 
Bethought him of a wife ere half way gone. 
For 'twas uneafy traveling alone ; 
And, in this mafquerade of mirth and love, 
Miftook the blifs of heaven for Bacchanals above. 
Sure he prefumM of praife, who came to ftock 
Th' etherial paftures with fo fair a flock, 
Bumifh'd, and battening on their food, to fhow 
Their diligence of careful hei*ds below. 

Our Panther, though like thefe fhe changed her head, 
Yfet as the miftrefs of a monarch's bed. 
Her front ere£l with majefty (he bore. 
The crofier weildcd, and the mitre wore. 
Her upper part of decent difcipline 
Shew'd afleflation of an ancient line j 
And fathers, councils, church arid church's head^ 
Were on her reverend phyla^Veries read, 

C 3 '^Ni^- 
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But what difgrac'd ;ind difavow^d the reft. 
Was Calvin's brand, that ftigmatiz'd the beaft. 
Thus, like a creature of a double kind, 
In h^r own labyrinth (he Hy^s confined. 
To foreign lands no found of her is come. 
Humbly content to be defpisM at home. 
Such is her faith, where good cannot be had. 
At leaft (he leaves the refufe of the bad : 
Nice in her choice of ill, though not of beft. 
And lealt defoim'd, becaufe deform'd the leaft. 
In doubtful points betwixt her differing friends. 
Where one for fubftance, one for fign contends. 
Their contradi^ing terms (he ftrives to join } 
Sign (hall be fubftance, fubftance (hall be fign, 
A real prefence all her fons allow. 
And yet 'tis flat idolatry to bow, 
Becaufe the godhead 's there they know not how. 
Her novices are taught, that bread and wine 
Are but the vifible and outward (ign, 
KeceivM by thofe who in communion join. 
But th' inward grace, or the thing ijgnify'd. 
His blood and body, who to fave us dy*d j 
The faitliful this thing fignify'd receive : 
What is 't thofe faithful then partake or leave ? 
For what is (IgnifyM and \inder(iood. 
Is, by her own confe(71on, fle(h and blood. 
Then, by the fame acknowledgment, we know 
They take the fign, and take the fubftance too^i 
The literal fenfe is hard to fle(h and blood. 
But nonrenfe never can be underftood* 
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Her wild belief on tverj wave u toft ; 
But Aire oo church can better monJs boa§. 
True to her king her principles are found ; 
Oh that her pradice were but half (b ibond ! 
Stedfaft in various turns of iase flu iood. 
And fea]*d her towM aficdion with ber bSood t 
Nor will I meanly tax her conftancr. 
That intereft or obligement made the tye. 
Bound to the fate of munler*d roonairlijy 
Before the founding ax fo fdis the Tine, 
"Whofe tender branches rovnd the poplar twiae. 
She chofe her ruin, and irfi^M ber lifc^ 
In death undaunted as an Indian wife s 
A rare example ! but fone fouls we fire 
Grow hard, and ftiffen widi adveriity : 
Yet thefe by fortune^s favours are undone ; 
RefolvM into a baler form they nm. 
And bore the wind, but cannot bear the ftti. 
I^ this be nature^ fhuityy or her file. 
Or Ifgrim^s counfel, her new-cfaofen mate; 
Still (he's the fairet of die fallca aew. 
No mother more indulgent b«t die true. 

Fierce to her foes, yet feast ber £oice to try, 
Becaufe (he wants innate md iot i ty $ 
For how can fhe conftraia them to dbty. 
Who has herfelf caft off die lawfol fway > 
Rebellion equals all ; and thofe, wbo toil 
In common theft, will fltare die conmoti (poiL 
Let her produce the tide mid the right 
Agiinft her old fuperiors firft to fi|^ ) 

C 4 \k 
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If (he reform by text, ev'n that 's as plain 

For her own rebels to reform again. 

As long as words a different fenfe will bear. 

And each may be his own interpreter. 

Our airy faith will no foundation find : 

The word's a weathercock for every wind •. 

The bear, the fox, the wolf, by turns prevail | 

The moft in power fupplies the prefent gale. 

The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 

To church and councils, whom /he firft betrayM j 

No help from fathers or tradition^s train : 

Thofe ancient guides (he taught us to difdain. 

And by that fcripture, which (he once abusM 

To refoimation, (lands herfelf accus'd. 

What bills for breach of laws can (he prefer, 

Expounding which (he owns herfelf may err 5 

And, after all her winding ways are tryM, ^ 

If doubts arife, (he (lips herfelf afide, C 

And leaves the private confcience for the guide, j 

If then that confcience fet th' oflfender free. 

It bars her claim to chiurch authority. 

How can (he cenfure, or what crime pretend. 

But fcripture may be conftrued to defend ? 

Ev'n thofe, whom for rebellion (he tranfmits 

To civil power, her doilrine firft acquits j 

Becaufe no difobediencc can enfue. 

Where no fubmiflTion to a judge is due ; 

Each judging for hirafelf by her confent. 

Whom thus abfolv'd (he fends to puni(hmcnt. 

8uppo(( 
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Siippofc the inagiftrate revenge her caufe, 
Tis only for tranfgrefling human laws. 
How anfvTering to its end a church is made, 
WhoA; power is but to counfel and pcrfuade ! 
O folid rock, on which fecure (he ftands ! 
Eternal houfe not built with monal hands ! 
O Aire defence againft tlr infernal gate, 
A patent during pleafurc of the ftate ! 

Thus is the Panther neither lovM nor fear'd, 
A mcer mock queen of a divided herd j 
Whom foon by lawful pov^er (he might controul, 
Hci-felf a part fubmitted to the whole. 
Then, as the moon who firft receives the light 
By which (he makes our nether regions bright. 
So might (he (hine, rcfle6ling from afar 
The rays (he borrowed from a better ftar 5 
Big with the beams which from her mother flow, 
And reigning o'er the rifmg tides below : 
Now, mixing with a favage crowd, (he goes. 
And meanly flatters her inveterate foes, 
RulM while (he niles, and lofmg every hour 
Her wretched remnants of precarious power. 

One evening, while the cooler (hade (he fought. 
Revolving many a melancholy thought. 
Alone (he walkM, and lookM around in vain. 
With rueful vifage, for her vanifli'd train : 
None of her fylvan lubje^s made their court j 
Levees and couchees pafs'd without refort. 
So hardly can uiurpcrs manage well 
Thofe whom they firft inftrufted to rebel. 
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More liberty begets dcfire of more 5 

The hunger ftill incrcafes with the ftore. 

Without refpeft they bruftiM along the wood 

Each in his clan, and, fiU'd with loathrome food, 

A(k'd no pcrmiflion to the neighbouring flood. 

The Panther, full of inward difcontent, 

Since they would go, before them wifely went 5 

Supplying want of power by drinking firft, 

As if /he gave them leave to quench their thirft. 

Among tlie refl:, the Hind, with feaiful face. 

Beheld from far the common watering-place, 

Nor durd approach ; till with an awful roar 

The fovereign lion bad her fear no more. 

Encourag'd thus flie brought her younglings nigh. 

Watching the motions of her patron's eye. 

And drank a fobcr draught 5 the reft amaz'd 

Stood mutely ftill, and on the ftranger gaz'd ; 

Survey M her part by part, and fought to find 

The ten-horn'd raonfter in the harmlcfs Hind, 

Such as the Wolf and Panther had defign'd. 

They thought at firft they dream'd ; for 'twas offence 

With them, to queftion certitude of fenfe. 

Then* guide in faith : but nearer when they drewj 

And had the faultlefs objefl full in view. 

Lord, how they all admirM her heavenly hue ! 

iBome, who before her fellowlhip difdainM, ^ 

jScarce, and but fcarce, from in-born rage reftrain'd, C 

Now friflcM about her, and old kindred feign'd. 3 

Whether for love or intcreft, every feft 

Of all the favage nation ftxew'd nfpe^. 

The 
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The viceroy Panther could not awe the herd j 
The more the company, the left they fear'd* 
The furly Wolf with fecret envy burft, 
Yet could not howl ; the Hind had feen him ^rA i 
But what he durft not fpeak, the Panther durft. 

For when the herd, fuffic' J, did late repair 
*To ferney heaths, and to their foreft lare^ . 
She made a mannerly excufe to ftay, 
Proffering the Hind to wait her half the way s 
That, fmce the (ky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 
With much good-will the motion was embracM^ 
To chat a while on their adventures pafsM i 
Nor had the grateful Hind fo foon forgot 
Her friend and fellow-fufFerer in the plot. 
Yet wondering how of late ihe grew eftrang'd. 
Her forehead cloudy, and her countenance chang*d« 
She thought this hour th* occafion would prefent 
To learn her fecret caufe of difcontent, 
Which, well Ihe hop'd, might he with eafe redrefs^dc 
Confidering her a well-bred civil beaft. 
And more a gentlewoman than the reft. 
After fome common talk what rumors ran. 
The lady of the fpotted-muff began. 

The S E C O N D P A R T. 

T^ AME, faid the Panther, times are mended well, 
-*^ Since late among the Philiftines you fell. 
The toils were pitched, a fpacious traft of ground 
With expert huntfrnen was cncompafa'dio>Mi^\ 
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Th' inclofure narrowM ; the fagacious power 

Of hounds and death drew nearer every hour. 

'TIs true, the younger lion fcap'd the fnare. 

But all your prieftly calves lay ftruggling there j 

As facrifices on their altars' laid j 

While you their careful mother wifely fled. 

Not trufting deftiny to fave your head. 

For whatever promifes you have applyM 

To your uhfailing church, the furer fide 

Is four fair legs in danger to provide. 

And whatever tales of Peter's chair you tell. 

Yet, faving reverence of the miracle. 

The better luck was yours to fcape fo well. 

As I remember, faid the foher Hind, 
Thofe toils were for your own dear felf defign'd, 
As well as me ; and with the felf- fame throw, 
To catch the quarry and the vermin too, 
Forgive the flanderous tongues that callM you 
Howe'er you take it now, the common cry 
Then ran you down for your rank loyalty. 
Befides, in Popery they thought you nurft. 
As evil tongues will ever fpeak the word, 
Becaufe fome forms, and ceremonies fome 
You kept, and ftood in the main qiieftion dumb. 
Dumb you were born indeed ; but thinking long 
The teft it fecms at laft has loos'd your tongue. 
And to explain what your forefathers meant. 
By real prcfcnce in the facrament. 
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After long fencing pulh'd againft a wall, 

Your falvo comes, ihat he's not there at all : 

There changed your faith, and what may change may | 

fall. 

Who can believe what varies every day. 
Nor ever was, nor will be, at a ftay ? 

Tortures may force the tongue untruths to tell. 
And I ne'er own'd myfelf infallible, 
Reply'd^thc Panther : grant fuch prefence were. 
Yet in your fenfc I never own'd it there. 
A real virtue we by faith receive. 
And that we in the facrament believe. 
Then faid the Hind, as you the matter ftatc. 
Not only Jefuits can equivocate ; 
"For real, as you now the word expound. 
From folid fubftance dwindles to a found. 
'Methinks an ^fop's fable you repeat ; 
You know who took the Ihadow for the meat : 
Your church's fubftance thus you change at will. 
And yet retain your former figure ftill. 
J: freely grant you fpoke to fave your life 5 
>tor then you lay beneath the butcher's knife. 
Xong time you fought, redoubled battery bore. 
But, after all, againft yourfelf you fwore 5 
Your former felf i for every hour your form 
Is chopp'4 and.chang'd, like winds before a ftorm. 
Thus fear and intereft will prevail with feme 5 
For all have not the gift of martyrdom. 

The Panther giinn'd at this, and thus reply'd : 
: That men may err was never yet deny'd. 
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But, if that common principle be true, 
Tfee cannon, dame, is Icverd full at you. 
But, fhunning long difputes, I fain would fee 
That wondrous wight Infallibility. 
Is he from heaven, this mighty champion, come : 
Or lodgM below in fubterranean Rome? 
Firft, iieat him fomewhere, and derive his race» 
Or elfe conclude that nothing has no place. 

Suppofe, though I diibwn it, 0id the Hind, 
The certain nuuiGon were not yet afiignM & 
The doubtful reildence no proof can bring 
Againft the plain, exiftence oi the thing. 
Becaufe pl^tiofophers may difagree. 
If fight emiflion or reception be. 
Shall it be thence inferrM, I do not fee ? 
But you 'require an anfwer pofitive, 
Which yet, when I demand, you dare not give j 
For fallacies in univerfals live. 
I the^ affirm that this unfailing guide 
In pope and general councils muft reiide $ 
Both lawful y both combinM : what one decrees 
By numefous votes, the other ratifies: 
On thi$ undoubted fenfe the church relies. 
*Tis true, fome do£lors in a fcantier fpace, 
I mean, in each apart, . contrail the place. 
Some, who to greater length extend die line. 
The church's after-acceptation join. 
This laft circumference appears too wide ; 
The church difiusM is by the council ty'd $ 
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As members, by their reprefcntatives 

Obliged to laws, which prince and fenate gives. 

Thus fome contrail, and fome enlarge the /pace: 

In pope and council who denies the place, 

Ailifted from above with God's unfailing grace? 

Thofe canons all the needful points contain $ 

Their fcnfe fo obvious, and their words (b plain^ 

That no difputes about the doubtful text 

Have hitherto the labouring world perpIexM* 

If any ihould in after-times appear. 

New councils muftbecaird, to make the meaning clears 

Becaufe m them the power fupreme reiides j 

And all the promifes are to the guides. 

This may be taught with found and fafe defence t 

But mark how fandy is your own pi-etence, 

Who, fetting councils, pope, and church afide. 

Are every man his own prefuming guide. 

The facred books, you fay, are full and plain^ 

And every needful point of truth contain: 

All who can read interpreters may be : 

Thus, though your feveral churches difagree. 

Yet every faint has to himfelf alone 

The fecret of this philofophic ftone. 

Thefe principles your jarring fcfts unite. 

When differing doftors and difciples fight. 

Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs. 

Have made a battle-royal of beliefs j 

Or like wild horfes feveral ways have whirled 

The tbrtur'd text about the chrlftian world 5 

IJacfh 
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Each Jehu laihing on with furious force. 
That Turk or Jew could not have us'd it worfc j 
No matter what difTeniion leaders make. 
Where every private man may fave a ftake : 
RulM by the fcripture and bis own advi.ce> 
Each has a blind bye-path to Paradife ; 
Where, driving in a circle flow or fad, 
Oppoiing fefls are fure to meet at laft, 
A wondrous charity you have in ftortf 
For all reformM to pafs the narrow door : 
So much, that Mahomet had fcarcely more. 
For he, kind prophet, was for damning nonej 
But Ch rift and Mofes were to fave their own : 
Himfelf was to fccure his chofen race, 
Though reafon good for Turks to take the place. 
And he allow'd to be the better man, 
In virtue of his holier Alcoran. 

True, faid the Panther, I (hall pe'er deny 
My brethren may be fav'd as well as I : 
Though Huguenots condemn our ordination, 
Succellion, minifterial vocation j 
And Luther, more miftaking what he read, 
Misjoins the facred body with the bread i 
Yet, lady, ftill remember I maintain* 
The word in needful points is only plain. 

Needlefs, or needful, I not now contend. 
For ftill you have a loop-hole for a friend ; 
(Rejoin'd the matron) : but the rule you lay 
Has led whole flocks, and leads them ftill aftray. 
In weigh^ points, and full damnation's way. 
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For did not Arius firft, Socinus now. 

The Son's eternal God-head difavow ? 

And did not thefe by gofpel texts alone 

Condemn our do6b:ine, and maintain their own ? 

Have not all hereticks the fame pretence 

To plead the fcriptm*es in their own defence ? 

How did the Nicene council then decide 

That ftrong debate ? was it by fcripture try'd ? 

No, fure; to that the rebel would not yield ; 

Squadrons of texts he marihard in the field : 

That was but civil war, an equal fet, 

Where piles with piles, and eagles eagles met. 

With texts point-blank and'jdain he fac'd the foe> 

And did not Satan tempt our Saviour fo ? 

The good old biihops took a fimpler way ; 

Each afk'd but what he heard his father fay. 

Or how he was inftru£led in his youth. 

And by ti-adition's force upheld the truth. 

The Panther fmilM at this } and when, faid fhe. 
Were thofe firft councils difallowM by me ? 
Or where did I at fure tradition ftrike. 
Provided ftill it were apoftolic ? 

Friend, faid the Hind, you quit your former groundi 
Where all your faith you did on fcripture found : 
Now ^tis tradition joinM with holy writ ; 
But thus your memory betrays your wit. 

No, faid the Panther | for in that I view. 
When your tradition 's forg'd, and when 'tis true. 
I fet them by the rule, and, as they fquare» 
Or deviate from undoubted do5lrine there. 
This oral SB.WD, tluit old faith declare* 

Vol. II. D (JVytv^.^) 
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(Hind.) The coXincil fteerM, it feems, a different cou 
They try'd the fcripture by tradition^s force : 
But you tradition by the fcripture try i 
Purfucd by fe6ls, from this to that you fly, 
Nor dare on one foundation to rely.. 
The word is then deposM, and in this view. 
You rule the fcripture, not the fcripture you. 
Thus faid the dame,' and, fmiling, thus purfuM : 
I fee, tradition then is difallowM, 
When not evinc'd by fcripture to be true. 
And fcripture, as interpreted by you. 
But here you tread upon unfaithful ground 5 
Unlei^ you could infallibly expound : 
Which you rejeft as odious popery. 
And throw that doctrine back with fcom on me. 
Suppofe we on things traditive divide. 
And both appeal to fcripture to decide ; 
By various texts we both uphold our claim. 
Nay,' often, ground our titles on the fame : 
After long labour loft, and timers expence. 
Both grant the words, and quarrel for the fenfe. 
Thus all difputes for ever muft depend j 
For no dumb rule can controverlies end. 
Thus, when you faid. Tradition muft be tryM 
By facred writ, whofe fenfe youHelves decide. 
You faid no more, but that yourfelves muft be 
The judges of the fcripture ienfe, not we. 
Againft our church-tradition you declare. 
And yet yoi^r clerks would fit in Mofes' chair : 
At leaft ^tis prov'd againft your argument. 
The mle is far from pl^n* Yrbntc iU diflient. 
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If not by fcriptures, how can we be fure 
KeplyM the Panther, what tradition *s pure ? 
For you may palm upon us new for old s 
Ally as they fay, that glitters is not gold. 

How but by following her, reply'd the dame. 
To whom derivM from fire to fon they came $ 
Whiere every age does on another move. 
And trufts no farther than the next above; 
Where all the rounds like Jacobus ladder rife. 
The loweft hid in earth, the topmoft in the ikies* 

Sternly the iavage did her anfwer mark. 
Her glowing eye-balls glittering in the dark. 
And faid but this : Since lucre was your trade. 
Succeeding times fuch dreadful gaps have made, 
*Tis dangerous climbing : To your fons and you 
I leave the ladder, and its onten too. 

(Hind.) The Panther's breath was ever famM for 
fwcet J 
But from the wolf fuch wilhes oft I meet : 
You learnM this language from the blatant beafl^ 
Or rather did not fpeak, but were poilefs'd. 
As for your anfwer, *tis but barely urgM s 
You muft evince tradition to be forgM $ 
Produce plain proofs j unblemifliM authors uie 
As ancient as thofe ages they accufe ; 
Till when *tis not fufficient to defame : 
An old poiTelfion ftands, till elder quits the claim. 
Then for our intereft, which is namM alone 
To load with envy, we retort your own, 

D 2 ^ai 
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For when traditions in your faces fly, 

Refolving not to yield, you rauft decry. 

As when the caufe goes hard, the guilty man 

Excepts, and thins his jury all he can ; 

So when ycu ftand of other aid bereft. 

You to the twelve apoftles would be left. 

Your friend the Wolf did with more craft provide 

To fet thofe toys traditions quite afide 5 

And fathers too, unlefs when, reafon fpent. 

He cites them but fometimes for ornament. 

But, madam Panther, you, though more iincere» 

Are not fo wife as your adulterer ; 

The private fpirit is a better blind. 

Than all the dodging tricks your authc^rs find. 

For they, who left the fcripture to the cix>wd. 

Each for his own peculiar* judge allowed ; 

The way to pleafe them was to make them proud. 

Thus with full fails they ran upon the (helf ; 

Who could fufpeft a cozenage from himfclf ? 

On his own reafon fafer 'tis to ftand. 

Than be deceiv'd and damn'd at fecond-hand. 

But you, who fathers and traditions take. 

And garble fomc, and fome you quite forfake. 

Pretending church-authority to fix. 

And yet fome grains of private fpirit mix. 

Are like a mule made up of differing feed. 

And that's the reafon why you never breed ; 

At lead not propagate your kind abroad. 

For home diflentcrs arc by ftatutts aw'd. 

And 
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And yet they gi-ow upon ybu evtrj day, 
While you, to fpeak the beft, are at a ftay. 
For fefts, that arc extremes, abhor a middle way, 
Like trick* of ftate, to ftop a raging flood. 
Or mollify a mad-brainM fenite's mood : 
Of all expedients never one was good. 
"Well may they argue, nor can you deny. 
If we muft fix on church authority, 
Beft on the beft, the fountain, not the flood \ 
That muft'be better ftill, if this be good. 
Shall ftie command who has herfelf rcbell'd ? 
Is antichrift by antichrift expcllM ? 
Did we a lawful tyranny dif^Iace, 
To fet aloft a baftard of the race ? 
Why all thefe wars to win the book, if we 
Muft not interpret for ourfelves, but Ihe ? 
Either be wholly flaves, or wholly free. 
For purging fires traditions muft not fight 5 
But they tnuft prove epifcopacy's right. 
Thus thofe led horfes are from fervice freed 5 
You never mount them but in time of need. 
Like mercenaries, hir'd for home defence. 
They >8vill not ferve againft their native prince. 
Againft dbmeftic foes of hierarchy 
Thefe are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly 5 
But, when they fee their countrymen at hand. 
Marching againft them under church-command, 
Sti-aight they forfake their colours, and difljand. 
Thus Ihe, nor could the Panther well enlarge 
With weak defence againft fo ftrong a charge j 
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But faid : For what did Chriil his word provide^ 

If ftill his church mull want a living guide ? 

And if all-faving do^irines are not there. 

Or facred penmen could not make them clear. 

From after-ages we fliould hope in vain 

For truths, which men infpirM could not .explain* 

Before the word was written, faid the Hind, 
Our Saviour preachM his faith to human kind : 
From his apoftles the firft age receiv'd 
Eternal truth, and what they taught believM. 
Thus by tradition faith v/as planted firft $ 
Succeeding flocks fucceeding paftors nursM. 
This was the way our wife Redeemer chofe, 
(Who fure could all things for the beft difpofe. 
To fence his fold from their encroaching foes. 
He could have writ himfelf, but well forefaw 
Th' event would be like that of Mofes' law ; 
Some difference would arife, fome doubts remain) 
Like thofe which yet the jarring Jews maintain. 
No written laws can be fo plain, fo pure. 
But wit may glofs, and majice may obfcure $ 
Not thofe indited by his firft command, 
A prophet gravM the text, an angel held his hand* 
Thus faith was, ere the written word appeai'd. 
And men believ'd not what they read but heard. 
But fmce th' apoftles could not be confined 
To thefe, or thofe, but fcverally defign'd 
Their large commiflion round the. wo rid to blow j 
To fpread their faith, they fpread their labours too. 

Yet 
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Yet ftill their abfent flock their pains did (hare } 

They hearkenM ftiil, for love produces care. 

And as miftakes arofe, or difcords fell. 

Or bold reducers taught them to rebel> 

As charity grew cold, or fa6Uon hot. 

Of long negle£( their leflbns had forgot. 

For all their wants they wifely did provide. 

And preaching by epiftles was fupply'd : 

So great phyificians cannot all attend. 

Bat fome they vifit, and to fome they fend. 

Yet all thofe letters were not writ to all j 

Nor firft intended but occaiional, 

Their abfent ferinpns ; nor if they contain 

AJl needful do6lrines, are thofe do^rines plain. 

Ciearnefs by frequent preaching muft be wrought $ 

They writ but feldom, but they daily taught. 

And what one faint has faid of holy Paul, 

«* He darkly writ," is true apply'd to all. 

For this obfcurity could heaven provide 

More prudently than by a living guide. 

As doubts arofe, the difference to decide ? 

A guide viras therefore needful, therefore made j 

And, if appointed, fure to be obeyM. 

Thus, with due reverence to th' apoftles' writ. 

By which my fons are taught, to which fubmit j 

I think, thofe truths, their facred works contain. 

The church alone can certainly explain ; 

That following ages, leaning on the paft. 

May reft upon the primitive at laft. 

D 4 Nor 
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Nor wovid I thenc6 the word no role infer. 
But none without the church-interpreter. 
Becaufe, as I have urg'd before, 'tis mutCy 
And is itfelf the fubjeft of difpute. 
But what th' apoftlcs their fucceflbrs taught. 
They to the next, from them to us is brought, 
Th' updoubt^d fenfe which is in fcripture fought. 
From hence the church is arm'd, when errors rile 
To ftop their entrance, and prevent furprife 5 ^ 
And, fafe enfrench'd within, her foes without defies. 
By thefe all feftering fores her councils heal. 
Which time or has difclos'd, or (hall reveal 5 
For difcord cannot end without a laft appeal. 
Nor can a council national decide. 
But with fubordination to her guide : 
(I wifti the caufe were on that iflue tryM.) 
Much lefs the fcripture 5 for fuppofe debate 
Betwixt pretenders to a fair eftate. 
Bequeathed by fome legator's laft intent ; 
(Such is our dying Saviour's teftament:) 
The will is prov'd, is open'd, and is read $ 
The doubtful heii-s their differing titles plead : 
All vouch the words their intereft to maintain. 
And each pretends by thofe his caufe is plain. 
Shall then the Teftament award the right ? 
No, that 's the Hungary for which they fight j 
The field of battle, fubjea of debate 5 
The thing contended for, the fair efbte. 
The fenfe is intricate, ^tis only clear 
What vowels and what con^snsmts are there. 

There- 
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Therefore 'tis plain, its meaning muft be try'd 
Before fome judge appointed to dedde. 

Suppofe, thd fair apofhte laid, I grant, 
The faithful flock forae living guide fhould want, 
Your arguments in endlefs chace purfue : 
Produce this vaunted leader to our view. 
This mighty Mofes of the chofen crew. 

The dame, who faw her fainting foe retirM, 
With forct itentfw'd, to viftory afpir'd 5 
And, looking upward to her kindred flty. 
As once our Saviour own'd his Deity, 
PronouncM his words—" (he whom ye feek am I.' 
Nor lefs amazM this voice the Panther heard. 
Than were thofe Jews to hear a God declared. 
Then thus the matron modeftly renew'd : 
Let all yoin* prophets and their fefts be view'd. 
And fee to which of them yourfelves think fit 
The conrduft of your confcience to fubmit ; 
Each profelyte would vote his doftor beft. 
With abfolute exclufion to the reft : 
Thus would your Polifli diet difagree. 
And end, as it began, in anarchy : 
Yourfelf the faireft for eleftion ftand, 
Becaufe you feem crown-general of the land : 
But foon againft your fuperftitious lawn 
Some prelbyterian fabre would be drawn : 
In your'cftablifli'd laws of fovereignty «^ 

The reft fome fundamental flaw would fee, v 

And call rebellion gofpel-liberty. -3 

T© 
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To church- decrees your articles require 
Submiflion moUifyM, if not entire. 
Homage denyM, to cenfures you proceed : 
But when Curtana will not do the deed. 
You lay that pointlefs clergy-weapon by. 
And to the laws, your fword of juftice, fly. 
Now this your fe^ls the more unkindly take, 
Thofe prying varlets hit the blots you make, 
Becaufe Tome ancient friends ef yours declare. 
Your only rule of faith the fcriptures are, 
Interpreted by men of judgment found. 
Which every feft will for themfelves expound ; 
Nor think lefs reverence to their doflors due 
For found interpretation, than to you. 
If then, by able heads, are underftood 
Your brother prophets, who reformed abroad } 
Thofe able heads expound a wifer way. 
That their own flieep their Ihepherd Ihoyld obey. 
But if you mean yourfejves are only found. 
That doflrine turns the reformation round. 
And all the reft are falfe reformers found j 
Becaufe in fundry points you ftand alone. 
Not in communion join'd with any one 5 
And therefore muft be all the church, or none. 
Then, till you have agreed whofe judge is beft, 
Againft this forc'd fubmifllon they proteft : 
While found and found a different fcnfe explains. 
Both play at hardhead till they break their brains ; 
And from their chairs each other's force defy, 
While unregarded thunders vainly fly. 

I pafs 
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I pafs the reft, bccaufe your church alone 

Of ail uAirpers. b«ft could fill the throne. 

But neither you, nor any feft befide,, 

P*or this high oflke can be qualifyM, 

With neceflary gifts required in fuch a guide. ' 

For that, which muft direft the whole, muft be -j 

Bound in one bond of faith and unity : > 

But all your feveral churches difagree. ^ 

1'he confubftantiating church and prieft 

Rcfufe conununion to the Calvinift : 

The French reformM from preaching you reftrain, 

Becaufe you judge their ordination vain | 

And fo they judge of yours, but donors muft ordain. 

In (hort, in do^rine, or in difcipline. 

Not one reformed can with another join : 

But all from each, as from damnation, fly ; 

No union they pretend, but in Non-Popery ; 

Nor, ihould their members in a fynod meet. 

Could any church prefume to mount the feat. 

Above the reft, their difcords to decide 5 

None would obey, but each would be the guide : 

And face to face diftenfions would increafe ; 

For only diftance now preferves the peace. 

All in their turns accufers, and accusM : 

Babel was never half fo much confusM : 

What one can plead, the reft can plead as wcH j 

For amongft equals lies no laft appeal. 

And all confefs themfelves are fallible. 

Now fmce you grant fome neceflary guide, 

All who can err are juftly laid afide ; 
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Becaufe a trui^ Co facred tto confer 

Shews want of luch a furc interpreter ; 

And how can he h6 needful who can err ? 

Then granting that unerring guide we want, 

That fuch there is you ftand oblig'd to grant j 

Our Saviour elfe were wanting, to fupply 

Our needs, and Obviate that ncceflity. 

It then remains, that church can only be 

The guide, which owns unfaiKng certainty ; 

Or elfe you flip your hold, and change your fide, 

Relapfing from a neceffary guide. 

But this annexed condition of the crown. 

Immunity from errors, you difown 5 

Here then you fhrink, and lay your weak pretentions 

down. 
For petty royalties you raife debate 5 
But this unfailing univerfal (tate 
You fliun ; nor dare fucceed to fuch a glorious weight 
And for that caufe thofe promifes deteft. 
With which our Saviour did his church inveft 5 
But ftrive t* evade, and fear to find them ti-ue. 
As confcious they were never meant to you : 
All which the mother church aflerts her own. 
And with unrivalM claim afcends the throne. 
So when of old th' almighty Father fate 
In council, to redeem our ruin'd ftate. 
Millions of millions, at a diftance round. 
Silent the facred confiftory crownM, 
To hear what 'mercy, mixt yrhh jufticc, could pro- 
pound I 
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All prompt with eager pity, to fulfil 
The full exterit of th^r Creator's will. 
But when the ftern conditions were declarM, 
A mournful whifper through the hoft was beard. 
And the whole hierarchy, with heads huqg down, 
Submiffively declinM the ponderous proffered crown. 
Then, not till then, th* eternal Son from high 
Rofe in the ftrength of all the Deity ; 
Stood forth t* accept the terms, and underwent 
A weight which all the frame of heaven had bent. 
Nor he himfelf could bear, but as Omnipotent. 
Now, to remove the leaft remaining doubt. 
That ev*n the biear-eyM fe£ls may find her out. 
Behold what heavenly rays adorn her brows, 
What from his wardrobe her BelovM allows 
To deck the wedding-day of his unfpottcd fpoufe. 
Behold what marks of majefty (he brings } 
Richer than ancient heirs of eaftern kings i 
Ilcr right hand holds the fceptre and the keys. 
To (hew whom fhe commands, and who obeys : 
With thefe to bind, or fet the finner free. 
With that to aflert fpiritual royalty. 

One in herfelf, not rent by fchifm, but ibund. 
Entire, one folid fhining diamond $ 
Not fparkles (hatterM into fe£ls like you : 
One is the church, and muft be to be true : 
One central principle of unity. 
As undivided, fo trora errors free, 
As o;ie in fiutb, ib one in fan^ity. 

Tbi* 
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Thus flie, and none but /he, th' infultmg rtge 

Of heretics opposM from age to age : 

Still when the giant-brood invades her throne. 

She ftoops from heaven, and meets them half way 

down. 
And with paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 
But like Egyptian forcerers you ftand, 
And vainly lift aloft your magic wand. 
To fweep away the fvrarms of vermin from the land : 
You could like them, with like infernal force. 
Produce the plague, but not arreft the courfe. 
But when the boils and blotches, with difgrace 
And public fcandal, fat upon the face, 
Themfelves attackM, the Magi ftrove no more. 
They faW God's finger, and their fate deplore 5 
Themfelves they could not cure of the difhonell fore. 
Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely fpread, 
Like tht fair ocean from her mother-bed | 
From eaft to weft triumphantly fhe rides. 
All (hores are water'd by her wealthy tides. 
The gofpel-found, diflFusM from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry, and where viraves can roll. 
The felf-fkme doftrine of the facred page 
ConveyM to every clime, in every age. 

Here let my forrow give my fatire place. 
To raife new blufhes on my Britilh race ; 
Our failing ftiips like common-fcwers we ufe, 
And through our diftant colonies difFiife 
The draught of dungeons^ and the ftencb of ftews. 

c Whom» 
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Whom, when their home-bred honefty is loft, 
We difembogue on fome far Indian coaft : 
Thieves, pandars, paillards, fins of every fort } 
Thofe are the manufa6lures we export i 
And thefe the miflfioners our zeal has made 1 
For, with my country*s pardon be it faid. 
Religion is the leaft of all our trade. 

Yet fome improve their traffic more than we | 
For they on gain, their only god, rely. 
And fet a public price on piety. 
Induftrious of the needle and the chart, 
They run full fail to their Japonian mart i 
Prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame. 
Sell all of Chriftian to the very name j 
Nor leave enough of that, to hide their naked fhame. 

Thus, of three marks, which in the creed we view, 
Not one of all can be apply*d to you : 
Much lefs the fourth ; in vain, alas ! you feek 
Th* ambitious title of apoftolic : 
God-like defcent! 'tis well your blood can be 
ProvM noble in the third or fourth degree t 
For all of ancient that you had before, 
(I mean what is not borrowM from our ftore) 
Was error fulminated o'er and o'er j 
Old herefies x:ondemn'd in ages paft. 
By care and time recovered from the blaft. 

'Tis faid with eafe, but never can be provM, 
The church her old foundations has removed, 

And 
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And built new do6lrines on unftablt: fands : [ftan()9. 
Judge that, ye winds and rains : you prov'd her, yet ihe 
Thofe ancient doflrines charged on her for new. 
Shew, when, and how, and from what hands they grew* 
We claim no power, when herefies grow bold. 
To coin new fairfi, but ftill declare the old. 
How elfe could that obfcene difeafe be purg'd. 
When controverted texts are vainly urg'd ? 
To prove tradition new, there 's fomewhat more 
RequirM, than faying, *twas not usM before. 
Thofe monumental arms are never ftirr'd. 
Till fchifm or herefy call down Goliah's fword* 

Thus, what you call corruptions, are, in truth. 
The firft plantations of the gofpePs youth j 
Old flandard faith : but caft your eyes again, '^ 

And view thofe errors which new fcfts maintain, / 
Or which of old difturb'd the churches peaceful y 
reign 5 J 

And we can point each period of the time. 
When they began, and who begot the crime ; 
Can calculate how long th' eclipfe endur'd. 
Who interpos'd, what digits were obfcur*d ; 
Of all which are already pafs'd away, 
We know the rife, the progrefs, and decay. 

Defpair at our foundations then to ftrike. 
Till you can prove your faith apoftolic j 
A limpid ftream drawn from the native fource; 
Succeflion lawful in a lineal courfe« 
Prove any church, opposed to this our head. 
So one, fo pure, fo unconfin'dly fpread, 

J Under 
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Under one chief of the fpiritual ftate, 
The members all combinM, and all fubordinate. 
f Shew fuch a feamlefs coat, from fchifm fo free. 
In no communion joinM with herefy. 
If fuch a one you find, let truth prevail : 
Till when your weights will in the balance fail s 
A church unprincipled kicks up the fcale. 
But if you cannot think (nor fure you can 
Suppofe in God what were unjufl: in man) 
That he, the fountain of eternal grace, 
Sh ould fufFer falfehood, for fo long a fpace. 
To banifh truth, and to ufurp her place : 
That feven fucceflive ages (hould be loft, 
And preach damnation at their proper coft j 
That all your erring anceftors fhould die, 
Drown'd in th' abyfs of deep idolatry : 
If piety forbid fuch thoughts to rife. 
Awake, and open your unwilling eyes j 
God hath left nothing for each age undone, 
From this to that wherein he fent his Son : 
Then think but well of him, andl^alf yout work is done. 
See how his church, adornM with every grace, 
With open arms, a kind forgiving face. 
Stands ready to prevent her long-loft fon's embrace. 
Not more did Jofeph o'er his brethren weep. 
Nor lefs himfelf could from difcovery keep. 
When in the crowd of fuppliants they were feen. 
And in their crew his beft-beloved Benjamin. 
That pious Jofeph in the church behold. 
To feed your famine, and refufe your gold ; 
The Jofeph you cxil'd, the Jofeph >wVkOTi\ ^qm ^Ck\^. 
Vol, II. E TXvnw^i 
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Thus, while with heavenly charity fhe fpoke, 
A dreaming blaze the filent fhadows broke ; 
Shot from the ikies ; a chearful azure light : "I 

The birds obfcene to forefts wing'd their Aight, C 

And gapinggraves receiv'd the wanderingguilty fpright. J 

Such were the pleafmg triumphs of the iky. 
For James's late no6lurnal vi6lory 5 
The pledge of his almighty Patron's love. 
The fireworks which his angels made above. 
i law myfelf the lambent eafy light 
Gild the brown horror, and difpel'the night: 
The meiTenger with fpeed the tidings bore : 
News, which three labouring nations did reilorej 
But heaven> own Nuntius was arriv'd before. 

By tliis, the Hind had reach'd her lonely cell. 
And vapor* rofe, and dews unwholfome fell. 
Whftn (he, by frequent obfervation wife, 
As one who long on heaven had fixM her eyes, 
DifcernM a change of weather in the ikies. 
The weftern borders were with crimfon fpread. 
The moon defcending lookM all-fiaming red $ 
She thought good-manners bound her to invite 
The ftranger dame to be her gueil that night. 
'Tis true, coarfe diet, and a ihort repaft, 
(She faid) were weak inducements to the tafte 
Of one fo nicely bred, and fo unusM to faft : 
But what plain fare her cottage could aiford, 
A hearty welcome at a homely board, 
AVas freely hers 5 and, to fupply the refl". 
An honeit meaning, and an open breail : 
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Laft, with content of mind, the poor man's wealth, 

A grace-cup to their common patron's health. 

This (he defir'd her to accept, and ftay. 

For fear fhe might be wilder'd in her way, 

Becaufe (he wanted an unerring guide. 

And then the dew-drops on Jier filken hide 

Her tender conftitution did declare, 

Too lady-like a long fatigue to bear. 

And rough inclemencies of raw nofturnal air. 

But mod (he fearM that, traveling fo late. 

Some evil-minded beafts might lie in wait. 

And without witnefs wreak their hidden hate. 

The Panther, though Ihe lent a iiftening ear. 
Had more of lion in her than to fear : 
Yet, wifely weighing, fmce (he had to deal 
With many foes, their numbers might prevail, 
RetumM her all the thanks (lie could afibrd j 
And took her friendly hoilefs at her word : 
Who entering firft her lowly roof, a (hcJ 
With hoary mofs, and winding ivy fpread, 
Honeft enough to hide an humble hermit's head. 
Thus gracioufly befpoke her welcome gueft ; 
So might thefe walls, with your fair prefence hk&, 
Become your dwelling-place of everlafting reft j 
Not for a night, or quick revolving year. 
Welcome an owner, not a fojoumer. 
This peaceful feat my poverty fecures j 
War feldom enters but where wealth allures : 
Nor yet defpife it j for this poor abode 
n23 oft received, and yet receives, a .God j 
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A God vi^lorious of a Stygian race 

Here laid his facred limbs, and fan^lifyM the place* 

This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain ; 

Be emulous of him, and pomp difdain. 

And dare not to debafe your foul to gain. 

The filent ftranger ftood amazM to fee 
Contempt of wealth, and wilful poverty : 
And, though ill habits are not foon controPdy 
A while fufpended her defire of gold. 
But civilly drew in her ftiarpen'd paws. 
Not violating hofpitable laws. 
And pacify'd her tail, and lick'd her frothy jaws. 

The Hind did firft her country cates provide j 
Then couchM herfelf fecurely by her fide. 

ThR third PART. 



Ayf U C H malice mingled with a little wit, 
'*"•'' Perhaps, may cenfure this myfterious writ t 
Becaufe the Mufe has peopled Caledon 
With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beafts 

unknown. 
As if we were not ftockM with monfters of our own. 
Let ^fop anfwer, who has fet to view 
Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew j 
And mother Hubbaixl, in her homely drefs. 
Has (harply blamM a BritiAi Lionefs ; 
That queen, whofe feaft the faftious rabble keep, ^ 
ExposM obfcenely naked and afleep. 

5 Led 
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Led by thofe great examples, may not I 
The wanted organs of their words fupply ? 
If men tranfa6i like brutes, 'tis equal then 
For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 

Others our Hind of folly will indite. 
To entertain a dangerous gueft by night. 
Let thofe remember, that flie cannot die 
Till rolling time is loft in round eternity j 
Nor need (he fear the Panther, though uniam'd, 
Becaufe the Lion's peace was now proclaim'd ; 
The wary favage would not give offence. 
To forfeit the proteflion of her prince ; 
But watchM the time her vengeance to complete. 
When all her funy fons in frequent fenate met. 
Mean -while /he quenchM her fury at the flood. 
And with a lenten fallad coolM her blood. 
Their commons, though but coarfe, were nothing fcant^ 
Nof did their minds an equal banquet want. 

For now the Hind, whofe noble nature ilrove 
T' exprefs her plain fimplicity of love. 
Did all the honours of her houfe fo well. 
No iharp debates difturb'd the friendly meal. 
She turnM the talk, avoiding that extreme. 
To common dangers paft, a fadly-pleafing theme j 
Remembering every ftorm which tofsM the ftate. 
When both were obje6ls of the public hate, 
And dropt a tear betwixt for her own childrens fate. 

Nor fail'd fhe then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther fuffer'd for her fake : 
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Her Ibft efteem, her truth, her loyal care. 

Her faith unfhaken to an exilM heir. 

Her ftrength t' endure, her courage t6 defy i 

Her choice of honourable infamy. 

On thefe, prolixly thankful, /he enlarg'd j 

Then with acknowledgment herfelf fhe charg'd j 

For friendftiip, of itfelf an holy tie. 

Is made more facred by adverfity. 

Now fhould they part, malicious tongues would fliy. 

They met like chance companions on the way. 

Whom mutual fear of robbers had polTefs'd j 

While danger lafted, kindnefs was profefs'd } 

But, that once o'er, the fhort-livM union ends : 

The road divides, and there divide the friends. 

The Panther nodded when her fpeech was done. 
And thank'd her coldly in a hollow tone : 
But faid, her gratitude had gone too far 
For common offices of chriltian care. 
If to the lawful heir (he had been true, 
Slie paid but Caefar what was Caefar's due. 
I might, fhe added, with like praife defcribe 
Your fuffering fons, and fo return your bribe s 
But inccnfe from my hands is poorly priz'd ; 
For gifts are fcomM where givers are defpisM. 
I i'trvM a turn, and then was caft away j 
You, like the gaudy fly, your wings difplay, 
And fip the fweets, and ba(k in your great patron*! 
day. 

This heard, the matron was not flow to find 
What fort of malady had feiz'd her mind : 

5 Ii\Ci^lii, 
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Difdain, with gnawing envy, fell defpight. 
And canker'd malice, flood in open fight : 
Ambition, intercft, pride without control^ 
And jealoufy, the jaundice of the foul j 
Revenge, the bloody minlfter of ill, 
With all the lean tormentors of the will. 
'Twas eafy now to guefs from whence arofe 
Her new-made union with her ancient foes. 
Her forc'd civilities, her faint embrace, 
Aftefled kindnefs with an altered face : 
Yet durft (he not too deeply probe the wound. 
As hoping ftill the nobler parts were found : 
But ftrove with anodynes t* aflwage the fmar^ 
And mil^lly thus her medicine did impart. 

Complaints of lovers help to eafc their pain 5 
It fhows a reft of kindnefs to complain ; 
A friendfhip loth to quit its former hold ; 
And confcious merit may be juftly bold. 
But much more juft your jealoufy would fhew. 
If others* good were injury to you : 
Witnefs, ye heavens, how I rejoice to fee 
Rewarded worth and rifmg loyalty. 
Your warrior offspring that upheld the crown. 
The fcarlet honour of your peaceful gown. 
Are the moft pleafing objefts I can find, 
Charms to my fight, and cordials to my mind z 
When virtue fpooms before a profperous gale. 
My heaving wifhes help to fill the fail; 
And if my prayers for all the brave were heard, 
Caefar ihould ftill have fuch, and {iich (hould ^'\VVxe^^\* 
E4 TNifc 
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The labour'd earth your pains have fowM and tilPd | 
'Tis juft you reap the produft of the field : 
Your's be the harveft, 'tis the beggar's gain 
To glean the fallings of the loaded wain. 
Such fcatterM ears as are not worth your care. 
Your charity for alms may fafely fpare> 
For alms are but the vehicles of prayer. 
My daily bread is literally implor'd j 
I have no barns nor granaries to hoard. 
If Caefar to his own his hand extends. 
Say which of yours his charity offends : ' 
You know he largely gives to more than are his friends. 
Are you defrauded when he feeds the poor ? 
Our mite decreales nothing of your ftore. 
I am but few, and by your fare you fee 
My crying fins are not of luxury. 
Some jufter motive fure your mind withdraws. 
And makes you break our friendftiip's holy laws 
For barefac'd envy is too bafe a caufe. 

Shew more occafion for your difcontent ; 
Your love, the Wolf, would help you to invent: 
Some German quarrel, or, as times go now, 
Some French, where force is uppermoft, will do. 
When at the fountain's head, as merit ought 
To claim the place, you take a fwilling draught. 
How eafy 'tis an envious eye to throw. 
And tax the fheep for troubling ftreams below 5 
Or call her (when no farther came you find) 
An enemy profefs'd of all your kind. 

But 
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But then, perhaps, the wicked world would think. 
The Wolf defign'd to eat as well as drink. 

This laft allufion galPd the Panther more, 
Becaufe indeed it rubb'd upon the fore. 
Yet feem'd fhe not to winch, though ihrcwdly pained : 
But thus her paffive chara6ler maintainM. 

I never grudgM, whatever ray foes report. 
Your flaunting fortune in the Lion's court. 
You have your day, or you are much bely'd. 
But I am always on the fufFering fide : 
You know my dof^rine, and I need not fay 
I will not, but I cannot difobey. 
On this firm principle I ever flood ; ^ 

He of my fons who fails to make it good, C 

By one rebelliour, a£l renounces to my blood. 3 

Ah, faid the Hind, how many fons have you. 
Who call you mother, whom you never knew ! 
But moft of them who that relation plead. 
Are fuch ungracious youths as wifh you dead. , 

They gape at rich revenues which you hold, 
And fain would nibble at your grandame Gold 5 
Enquire into your years, and laugh to find 
Your crazy temper fhews you much declin'd. 
Were you not dim, and doted, you might fee 
A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, C 

No more of kin to you than you to me. j 

Do you not know, thnt for a little coin, 
Heralds c^n foift :\ iime into the line ? 
They aik you blefling but for what you have, 
But once polfefs'd of wliatwith care you fave, 
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Your fons of latitude that court your grace. 
Though moft refembling you in form and face. 
Are far the worft of your pretended race. 
And, but I blufh your honefty to blot. 
Pray God you prove them lawfully begot : 
For in fome popi/li libels 1 have read, 
The Wolf has been too bufy in your bed 5 
At leaft her hinder parts, the belly-piece. 
The paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his. 
Their malice too a fore fufpicion brings ; 
For though they dare not bark, they fnarl.at kings : 
Nor blame them for intruding in your linej 
Fat biflioprics are ftill of right divine. 

Think you your new French profelytes are come 
To ftarvc abroad, becaufe they ftarv'd at home ? 
Your benefices twinkled from afar ; 
They found the new Melfiah by the ftar : 
Thofe Swiffes fight on any fide for pay, 
And 'tis the living that conforms, not they, 
Mark with what management their tribes divide, 
Some ftick to you, and fome to t'other fide, 
That many churches may for many mouths provide. 
More vacant pulpits would more converts make 5 
All would have latitude enough to take : 
The reft unbencfic'd your fects maintain ; 
For ordinations without cures are vain, 
And chamber pra^ice is a filent gain. 
Your fons of breadth at home are much like thefe ; 
Their foft and )ielding metals run with eafe ; 

They 
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melt, and take the figure of the mould 5 
larden and preferve it beft in gold, 
ur Delphic fword, the Panther then rcply'd, 
uble-edgM> and cuts on either iide. 
fons of mine, who bear upon their (hield 
i fteeples argent in a fable field, 
ftiarply tax'd your converts, who unfed 
followM you for miracles of bread 5 
who themfelves of no religion are, 
'd with gain, for any will declare, 
ies with bold afiertions they can face } 
int of argument is out of place, 
prim logician puts them in a fnghtj 
afier far to flourifh than to fight, 
our eighth Henry's marriage they defame $ 
fay the fchifm of beds began the game, 
cing from the church to wed the dame : 
Sfh largely provM, and by himfelf profefs'd, 
confcience, confcience would not let him reft : 
1, not till poffefsM of her he lov*d, 
>ld, uncharming Catharine was removM. 
ndry years before he did corr plain, 
old his ghoftly co^ifeflbr his pain, 
the fame impudence, wiihout a ground, 
fay thai, look the reformation round, 
atile of humility is found. 
none were, the gofpel does not want 5 
iviour preach'd it, and I hope you grant, 
rmon on the mount was proteftant. 

No 
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No doubt, reply'd the Hind, as fure as all . ' * 

The writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paul : | 

On that decifion let it ftand or fall. 
Now for my converts, who, you fay, unfed 
Have followM me for miracles of bread 5 
Judge not by hearfay, but obferve at leaft. 
If fmce their change their loaves have been increasM. 
The Lion buys no converts ; if he did, 
Beafts would be fold as fad as he could bid. 
Tax thofe of intereft who conform for gain. 
Or ftay the market of another reign ; 
Your broad -way fons would never be too nice 
To clofe with Calvin, if he paid their price; 
But rais'd three fteeples higher would change their not 
And quit the caiTock for the canting-coat. 
Now, if you damn this cenfure, as too bold. 
Judge by yourfelves, and think not others fold. 

Mean-time my fons accused, by fame's report. 
Pay fmall attendance at the Lion's court. 
Nor rife with early crowds, nor flatter lats , 
For filently they beg, who daily wait. 
Preferment is beftowM, that comes unfought ; 
Attendance is a bribe, and then 'tis bought. 
How they ihould fpced, their fortune is untry*d ; 
For not to alk, is not to be deny'd. 
For what they have, their God and king they blefs. 
And hope they fhould not murmur, had they lefs. 
But if reduc'd fubfiftence to implore. 
In common prudence they would pafs your door. 

Unpit) 
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UnpityM Hudlbras, your champion friend. 

Has fhewn how far your charities extend. 

This lading verfe ihall on his tomb be read, 

** He ihamM you living, and upbraids you dead." 
With odious atheift names you load your foes 5 

Your liberal clergy why did I expofe ? 

It never fails in charities like thofe. 

In climes where true religion is profefsM, 

That iraputaticm were no laughing jeft. 

But Imprimatur, with a chaplain^s name. 

Is here fufiicient licence to defame. 

"What wonder is 't that black detraftion thrives 5 

The homicide of names is lefs than lives j 

And yet the perjur'd murderer furvives. 

This faid, flie pausM a little, and fupprefs'd 
The boiling indignation of her breaft. 
She knew the virtue of her blade, nor would 
Pollute her fatire with ignoble blood : 
Her panting foe fhe faw before her eye. 
And back fhe drew the ftiining weapon dry. 
So when the generous Lion has in fight 
His equal match, he rouzes for the fight ^ 
But when his foe lies proflrate on the plain. 
He fheaths his paws, uncurls his angry mane. 
And, pleasM with bloodlefs honours of the day. 
Walks over and difdains th* inglorious prey. 
So James, if great with lefs we may compare, 
Ajrefls his rolling thunder-bolts in air j 
And grants ungrateful friends a lengthenM fpace, 
T' implore the remnants of long-fuffering grace. 
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This breathing-time the matron took ; and then 
RefumM the thread of her difcourfe again. 
Be vengeance wholly left to powers divine. 
And let heaven judge betwixt your fons and mine : 
If joys hereafter muft be purchased here 
With lofs of all that mortals hold fo dear. 
Then welcome infamy and public fhame. 
And, laft, a long farewel to worldly fame. 
'Tis faid with eafe, but, oh, how hardly try'd 
By haughty-fouls to human honour ty'd ! 
O fharp convuliive pangs of agonizing pride ! 
Down then, thou rebel, never more to rife. 
And what thou didft and doft fo deaily prize. 
That fame, that darling fame, make that thy facrifice. 
'Tis nothing thou haft given, then add thy tears 
For a long race of unrepenting years : 
'Tis nothing yet, yet all thou haft to give ; 
Then add thofe may-be yeais thou haft to live : 
Yet nothing ftill ; then poor, and naked come : 
Thy father will receive his unthrift home, 
And thy bleft Saviour's blood difcharge the mighty 
fum. 

Thus (flic purfued) I difcipline a fon, 
Whofe unchecked fury to revenge would run : 
He champs the bit, impatient of his lofs. 
And ftaits afide, and flounders at the crofs. 
Inftrufl him better, gracious God ! to know, 
A& thine is vengeance, fo forgivenefs too : 

That 
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That, futfering from ill tongues, he bears no more 
Than what his Ibvereign bears, and what his Saviour 
bore. 

It now remains for you to fchool your child. 
And a(k why God's anointed he reyird j 
A king and princefs dead ! did Shimei worfe ? 
The curfer's punifhment (hould fright the curfe : 
Your fon was wam'd, and wifely gave it o*er. 
But he who counfel'd him has paid tlie fcore : 
The heavy malice could no higher tend, 
But woe to him on whom the weights defcend ! 
So to permitted ills the daemon flies j 
His rage is aimM at him who rules the fkies ; 
ConftrainM to quit his caufc, no fuccour found. 
The foe 'difchargcs every tire around, 
In clouds of fmoke abandoning the fight ; 
But his own thundering peals proclaim his flight. 

In Henry's change his charge as ill fucceeds j 
To that long ftory little anfwer needs : 
Confront but Henry's words with Heniy's deeds. 
Were fpace allow'd, with eafe it might be prov'd. 
What fprings his blefl'ed reformation mov'd. 
The dire effects appearM in open fight, 
Which from the caufe he calls a diftant flight, 
And yet no larger leap than from the fun to light. 

Now let your fons a double psean found, 
A treatife of humility is found. 
'Tis found, but better it had ne'er been fought. 
Than thus in proteftant proceflion brought. 

The 
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The fam'd original through Spain is known, 
Rodriguez' work, my celebrated fon, 
Which yours, by ill-tranflating, made his own i 
Concealed its author, and ufurpM the name. 
The bafeft and ignobleft theft of fame. 
My altars kindled firft that living coal 5 
Reftore or praftife better what you dole : 
That virtue could this humble verfe infpirc, 
'Tis all the reftitution I require. 

Glad was the Panther that the charge was closed. 
And none of all her favourite fons expos'd. 
For laws of arms permit each injurM man. 
To make himfelf a faver where he can. 
Perhaps the plunderM merchant cannot tell 
The names of pirates in whofe hands he fell j 
But at the den of thieves he juftly flies. 
And every Algerine is lawful prize. 
No private perfon in the foe's eftate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate. 
Yet chriftian laws allow not fuch redrefs; 
Then let the greater fuperfede the lefs. 
But let th' abetters of the Panther's crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another time. 
Some characters may fure be found to write 
Among her fons ; for 'tis no common fight, 
A fpotted dam, and all her offspring white. 

The Savage, though fhe faw her plea control'dy 
Yet would not wholly feem to quit her hold. 
But ofFer'd fairly to compound the flrife. 
And judge converfion by the convert's life. 
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*Tis true, (he faid, I think it fomewhat ftrange> 

So few Aiould follow profitable change : 

For prefent joys are more to flefli and bloods 

Than a dull prQrpe6l of a diftant good. 

*Twas well alluded by a Ton of mine, 

(I hope to quote him is not to purloin) 

Two magnets, heaven and earth, allure to blifs ; 

The larger loadftone that, the nearer this : 

The weak attra6Uon of the greater fails ; 

We nod a while, but neighbourhood prevails : 

But when the greater proves the nearer too, 

I wonder more your converts come fo flow. 

Methinks in thofe who firm with me remainy 

It fliows a nobler principle than gain. 
Your inference would be ftrong (the Hind reply'd) 

If yours were in eftedl the fuffering fide : 

Your clergy's fons their own in peace polTefs, 

Nor are their profpe^ls in reverfion lefs. 

My profelytes are flruck with awful dread 5 

Your bloody comet-laws hang blazing o'er their head j 

The refpite they enjoy but only lent. 

The beft they have to hope, protra£led puniihment. 

Be judge yourfelf if intereft may prevail. 

Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the fcale. 

While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous eafe. 

That is, till man's predominant paflions ceafe. 

Admire no longer at my flow increafe. 

By education moft have been mifled $ 
So they believe, becaufc they fo were bred. 

Vol. II. F TV«. 
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The prkft continues what the nurfe began, . 
And thus the child impofes on the man. 
The reft I namM before, nor need repeat : 
But intereft is the moft prevailing cheat. 
The fly feducer both of age and youth j 
They ftudy that, and think they ftudy tnrtii. 
Wlien intereft fortifies an argument, 
Weak reafon ferves to gain the will's aflent 5 
For fouls, already warp'd, receive aH cafy bent. 
Add long prefcription of eftablifti'd laws. 
And pique of honour to maintam a cau£e. 
And fliame of change, and fear of future ill. 
And zeal, the blind condu£Vor of the will 5 
♦ And chief among the ftrll-miftaking crowd, • 
The fame of teachers obftinate and proud. 
And more than ail the private judge allow'dj 
Difdain of fathers which the dance began, 
And laft, uncertain whofe the narrower fpan, 
The clown unread, and half-read gentleman. 
To this the Panther, with a fcornful fmile : 
Yet ftill you travel /with unwearied toil. 
And range around the realm without control. 
Among my fons for profelytes to prowl. 
And here and there you fnap fome filly foul. 
You hinted fears of future change in ftate ; 
Pray heaven you did not prophefy your fate ! 
Perhaps, you think your time of triumph near. 
But may miftake the feafon of the year ; 
The Swallow's fortune gives you caufc to fear. 
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For charity, reply'd the Matron, tell 
What fad mifchancc thofe pretty birds befel. 

Nay, no mifchance, the Savage Dame reply'd, "y 
But want of wit in their unerring guide, >• 

And eager hafte, and gaudy hopes, and giddy pride. I^ 
Yet wifhing timely warning may prevail. 
Make yqu the moral, and I 'U tell the tale. 

The Swallow, privileg'd above the reft . . 
Of all the birds, as man's familiar gueft, 
Purfues the fun in fummer briik and bold> 
But wifely (huns the perf(;cutlng cold t 
Is well to chancels and to chimnies known. 
Though 'tis not thought flie feeds on foioke alone* 
From hence Ihe has been held of heavenly Iine» 
Endued with paiticles of foul divine. 
This merry chorifter had long poifefs'd 
Her fummer feat, and feathered well her neft : 
Till frowning (kies began to change their chear. 
And time turned up tlie wrong fide of the year % 
The (bedding trees began the ground to ftrow 
With yellow leaves, and bitter blatts to blow* 
8id auguries of winter thence ihe drew. 
Which by inftind, or prophecy, (he knew : 
When prudence wamM her to remove betimes^ 
And feek a better heaven, and warmer climes. 

Her fons were fummon'd on a fteeple's height. 
And, caird in comnyon council, vote a flight $ 
The day was namM, the next that ihould be fair : 
All to the general rendeavous repair. 
They try t^eir fl«Ktfiing wings, and truft themfelves j 
in air. 

F z ^^A 
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But whether upward to the moon they go. 

Or dream the winter out in caves below, 

Or liawk at flies elfewhere, concerns us not to know. 

Southwards, you may be fure, they bent their flighti 
And harbourM in a hollow rock at night : 
Next morn they rofe, and fet up every fail 5 
The wind was fair, but blew a Mackrel gale : 
The fickly young fat fhivering on the fhore, 
AhhorrM falt-water never feen before. 
And pray'd their tender mothers to delay 
The paffage, and expert a fairer day. 

With jhefe the Martin readily concurrM, 
A church-begot and church-believing bird ; 
Of little body, but of lofty mind, ^ 

Round-belly'd, for a dignity defign'd, > 

And much a dunce, as Martins are by kind. J 

Yet often quoted Canon-laws, and Code, 

And fathers which he never underftood : 

But little learning needs in noble blood. 

For, footh to fay, the Swallow brought him in. 

Her houfhold chaplain, and her next of kin : 

In fuperftition filly to excefs. 

And calling fchemes by planetary guefs : 

In fine, fliort-winfir*d, unfit himfelf to fly^ 

His fear foretold foul weather in the (ky. 
Befides, a Raven from a withered oak, 

Left of their lodging, was obferv*d to croak. 

That omen likM him not : fo his advice 

Was prefent fafety, bought at any price 5 

A feeming piout carcj that cover'd cowardicct 

To 
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To ftrcngthen this, he told a boding dream. 

Of rifing waters, and a troubled ftream. 

Sure figns of anguiih, dangers, and didrefs. 

With fomething more, not lawful to exprefs : 

By which he flily feemM to intimate 

Some fecret revelation of their fate. 

For he concluded, once upon a time, 

He found a leaf infcrib*d with facred rhyme, 

Whofe antique charafters did well denote 

The Sibyl's hand of the Cumaeamgrot s 

The mad divinerefs had plainly writ, 

A time ihould come, but many ages yet. 

In which, (rnifter dedinies ordain, 

A dame fhould drown with all her feather\ 

And feas from thence be callM the Chelii 

At this, fome (hook for fear, the more devout 

Arofe, and blefs'd themfelves from head to foot, 

•Tis true, fome ftagers of the wifer fort 
Made all thefe idle wonderments their fport s 
They faid, their only danger was delay. 
And he, who heard what every fool could fay. 
Would never fix his thought, but trim his time away. 
The paflage yet was good 5 the wind, 'tis true. 
Was fomewhat high, but that was nothing new. 
No more than ufual equinoxes blew. 
The fun, already from the fcales declined. 
Gave little hopes of better days behind, 
But change from bad to worfe of weather and of wind. 
Nor need they fear the dampnefs of the iky ' 
Should flag their wings, and hinder them to fly, 
'Twas only water thrown on fails to dry. 

F 3 ^>ax> 
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But, leaft of all, philofophy prefumes 

Of truth in dreams, from melancholy fumes : 

Perhaps the Martin, housM in holy ground. 

Might thiiik of gliofts that walk their midnight roi 

Till groflcr atoms tumbling in the ftream 

Of fancy, madly met, and clubb'd into a dream s 

As little weight his vain prefages bear, 

Of ill efFeft to fuch alone who fear : 

Moft prophecies aiie of a piece with theft. 

Each Noilradamus can foretel with eafe : 

Not naming perfons and confounding times. 

One cafual truth fupports a thoufand lying rhymes. 

Th' advice was true ; but fear had feiz'd the mofl 
And all good counfel is on cowards loft. 
'the queftion crudely put to ihun delay, 
•Twas carryM by the major part to ftay. 

His point thus gain'd, Sir Martin dated thence 
His power, and from a prieft became a prince. 
He order'd all things with a bufy care. 
And cells and rcfc6lories did prepare. 
And large provifions laid of winter fare : 
But now and then let fall a word or two 
Of hope, that heaven fome miracle might fhow. 
And for their fakes the fun fhoiild backward go ; 
Againft the laws of nature upward climb. 
And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime i 
For which two proofs in facred ftory lay, 
Of Ahaz' dial, and of Jofhua's day. 
In expeftation of fuch timet as thefe, 
A chapel housM them^ truly call'd of eafe : 
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For Martin much devotion did hot afk ; 

They pray'd fometimes> and that was all their taflc. 

It happened, as beyond the reach of wit 
Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit, 
That thi? accpmplifh'd, Or at leaft in part, 
Gave great repute to their new Merlin''s ait. 
Some Swifts, the giants of the Swallow kind, 
Large-limb'd, ftout-hearted, but of ftupid mind, 
(For Swifles or for Gibeonites defigh'd,) 
Thefe lubbers, peeping through a broken pane. 
To fuck freih air, furvey'd the neighbouring plain j ' 
And faw (but fcareely could believe their eyes) 
^ew bloflbms flourifli, artd new flowers ariffej 
As God had been abroad," and, walking there^ 
Had left his footfteps, and reformed the yeai* : 
The funny hills from far were feen to glow 
With glittering beams, and in the meads below 
The burnifh'd brooks appeared with liquid gold 1 

flow. 
At laft they heard the foolifli Cuckow (Ing, 
Whofe note proclaimM the holy-day of fpring. 

No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 
And repoflfefs their patrimonial Iky, 
'f he prieft before them did his wings difplay ; 
And, that good omens might attend their way. 
As luck would have it, 'twas St. Martin's day.* 
Who but the Swallow triumphs now alone ? 
The canopy of heaven is all her own : 
Her youthful offspring to their haunts repair, ^ 
And glide along in glades^ and (kim in air, 
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And dip for infefls in the purling fprings. 
And (loop on rivers to refreih their wings. 
Their mothers think a fair proviiion made. 
That every fon can live upon his trade : 
And, now the careful charge is off their hands. 
Look, out for hu(bands, and new nuptial bands s 
The youthful widow longs to be AipplyM \ 
But firft the lover is by lawyers ty'd 
To fettle jointure-chimnies on the bride. 
So thick they couple in fo fliort a fpace, 
That Martin's marriage-offerings rife apace. 
Their ancient houfes, running to decay. 
Are furbi(h\l up and cemented with clay ; 
1'hcy teem already ; (lore of eggs are laid. 
And brooding mothers call Lucina's aid. 
Fame fpreads the news, and foreign fowls appear 
In flocks to greet the new returning year, 
To blefs the founder, and partake the cheer. 

And now 'twas time (fo faft their numbers rife) 
To plant abroad and people colonies. 
The youth drawn forth, as Martin had defw'd, 
(For fo their cruel deftiny requir'd) 
Were fent far off on an ill-fated day ; ^ 

The reft would needs conduft them on their way, > 
And Martin went, bccaufe he feai'd alone to ftay. -^ 

So long they flew with inconfiderate hafte, 
That now their afternoon began to v^nfte ; 
And, what was ominous, that very morn 
The^un was enter'd into Capricorn \ 

Which, 



1 



The hind and the PANTHER. 73 

Which, by their bad aftronomer's account, 
■ That week the Virgin Balance fliould remount. 
r An infant moon ech'psM him in his way, 
I And hid the fmall remainders'of his day. 
I The crowd, amaz'd, purfued no certain mark j 
But birds met birds, and juftled in the dark : 
Few mind the publick in a panic fright ; 
And fear increased the horror of the night. 
Night came, but unattended with repofc ; 
Alone Ihe came, no deep their eyes to clofe : 
Alone, and black (he came; no friendly ftars arofc' 
What fliould they do, befet with dangers round 
No neighbouring dorp, no lodging to be found. 
But bleaky plains, and bare unhofpitable ground. 
The latter brood, who juft began to fly, 
Sick-feather''d, and unpra^lis'd in the fky. 
For fuccour to their helpkfs mother call j 
She fpread her wings ; fome few bereath them crawl j 
She fpread them wider yet,, but could not cover all. 
T" augment their woes, the winds began to move 
Debate in air for empty fields above. 
Till Boreas got the fkies, and pourM amain 
His rattling hailftones mixM with fnow and rain. 

The joylefs morning late arofe, and found 
A dreadful defolation reign around. 
Some bury'd in the fnow, fome frozen to the ground. 
The reft were ftruggling ftill with death, and lay 
The Crows and Ravens rights, an undefended prey : 
Excepting Martin's race ; for they and he 
Had gaio'd the ihelter of a hollow tree : 
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But, foon difcoverM by a fturdy down^ 

He headed all l he rabble of a town. 

And finifh'd them with bats, or poUM them doWA. 

Martin himfelf was cau^t alive, and try'd 

For trcaronous crimes, bccaufe the laws provide 

No Martin there in winter fliall abide. 

High on an oak, which never leaf (hall bear» 

He breath'd his lad, exposM to open air i 

And there his corpfe unblefsM is hanging ftill. 

To fhow the change of winds with his prophetic bill. 

The patience of the Hind did almoft fail j 
Tor well fhe mark'd the malice of the tale : 
Which ribbald art their church to Luther owes $ 
In malice it began, by malice grows 5 
He fow'd the Serpent's teeth, an iron-harvcft rofe. 
But moft in Martin's chara6lcr and fate, 
She faw her flandefd fons, the Panther's hate. 
The people's rage, the perfccuting ftate : 
Then faid, I take th' advice in friendly part : 
You clear your confcience, or at leaft your heart : 
Perhaps you fail'd in your forcfecing ikill. 
For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill : 
As for my fons, the family is blefs'd, 
Whofe every child is equal to the relt : 
No church reform'd can boaft a blamelefs line ; 
Such Mai-tins build in yours, and more than mine i 
Or elfe an old fanatic auihor lies. 
Who fummed their fcandals up by centuries. 
But through your parable I plainly fee 
The bloody laws, the crowd's baibarity 5 
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The fun-fhine that offends the purblind fight : 
Had fome their wiihes, it would foon be night. 
Mi (lake me not $ the charge concerns not you : 
Your fons are raalecontents, but yet are true. 
As far as non-refiftance makes them foj 
But that 's a word of neutral fenfe, you know, 
A paffive terrn^ which no relief will bring. 
But trims betwixt a rebel and a king. 

Reft well aflur'd, the Pardelis rcply'd, 
My fons would all fupport the regal fide, 
Though heaven forbid the caufe by battle fhould 1 
trvM. 

The Matron anfwer'd with a loud Amen, 
And thus purfued her argument again. 
If, as you fay, and as I hope no leis. 
Your fons will prr.clife what yourfelvcs profefs. 
What ang!y power prevents our prefent peace ? 
The Lion, ftudious of our common good, 
Defires (and kings' defires are ill withftood) 
To join our nations in a lafting love j 
The bars betwixt arc eafy to remove ; 
For fanguinary4aws were never made above. 
If. you condemn that prince of tyranny, 
AVhofe mandate forc'd your Gallic friends to fly. 
Make not a worfe example of your own 5 
Or ceafe to rail at caufelefs rigour fhown. 
And let the giiiklefs perron throw the ftone. 
His bli:nted fword your fuflfering brotherhood 
Have feldom ftit j he llops it fiiort of blood : 
But you have ground the perfecuting knife. 
And fet it to a razor edge on life. 
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CursM be the wit, which cruelty refines. 

Or to his father's rod the fcorpion's joins ; 

Your finger is more grofs than the great monarches 

loins. 
But you, perhaps, remove that bloody note. 
And flick it on the firft reformers* coat. 
Oh let their crime in long oblivion deep : 
'Twas theirs indeed to make, 'tis yours to keep. 
Unjuft, or jiift, is all the queftion now 5 
'Tis plain, that not repealing you allow. 

To name the Teft, would put you in a' rage j 
You charge not that on any former age. 
But fmile to think how innocent you ftand, 
Arm'd by a weapon put into your hand. 
Yet ftill remember, that you weild a fword 
Porg'd by your foes againft your fovereign lord ; 
DefignM to hew th' imperial cedar down, ' 
Defraud fucceflion, and dif-heir the crown. 
T' abhor the makers, and their laws approve, 
Is to hate traitors, and the treafon love. 
What means it elfe, which now your children fay. 
We made* it not, nor will we take awa^? 

Suppofe fome great oppreflbr had, by flight 
Of law, difleis'd your brother of his right, 
Your common fire fun*endering a fright ; 
Would you to that unrighteous title ftand. 
Left by the villain's will to heir the land f 
More juft was Judas, who his Saviour fo!d 5 
The facrilegious bribe he could not hold. 
Nor hang in peace, befoi-e he rendered back the gold 

What 
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What more could you have done, than now you do. 
Had Gates and Bedloe, and their plot, been true ? 
Some fpecious reafons for thofe wrongs were found j 
Their dire magicians threw their mifts around, 
And wife men walkM as on inchanted ground. 
But now, when time has made th' impofture plain, 
(Late though he followM truth, and limping held her J 

train) 
What new delufion charms your cheated eyes again I 
The painted harlot might a while bewitch. 
But why the ha)^ uncasM, and all obfcene with itch ? 

The firft reformers were a modeil race 5 
Our peers pofTefsM in peace their native place 5 
And when rebellious arms o*ertum'd the ftate. 
They fuifer^d only in the common fate : 
But now the fovereign mounts the regal chair, 
And mitred feats ai-e full, yet David's bench is bare. 
Your anfwer is, they were not difpofleft : 
They need but rub their metal on the teft 
To prove their ore : 'twere well if gold alone 
Were touched and try'd on your difceming ftone } 
But that unfaithful teft unfound will pafs. 
The drofs of athelfts, and fe6larian brafs : 
As if th' experiment were made to hold 
For bafe production, and rejeft the gold. 
Thus men ungodded may to places rife. 
And fefts may be preferred without difguift : 
No danger to the church or ftate from thefc ; 
The papift only has hi3 writ of eafe. 

No 
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No gainful ofiice gives him the pretence 
To grind the fubje^l, or defraud the prince. 
Wrong confcience, or no confcience, may defenre 
To thrive ; but ours alone is privileg'd to ftarve. 

Still thank yourfelves, you cry; your noble race 
We banilh not, but they forfake the place 5 
Our door$ are open : true, but ere they come, 
You tofs your 'cenfing teft, and fume the room i 
As if 'twere Toby's rival to expel, 
And fright the fiend who could not bear the rmelU 

To this the Panther fharply had rcply'd 5 
But, having gain'd a verdift on her fide. 
She wifely gave the lofer leave to chide ; 
Well fatisfy'd to have the But and Peace, 
And for the plaintiff's caufe fhe car'd the IcAi, 
Becaufe (he fued in forma pauperis ; 
Yet thought it decent fomething fhould be faid j 
For fecret guilt by filcnce is betray 'd. 
So neither granted all, nor much deny'd. 
But anfwer'd with a yawning kind of pride. 

Methinks fuch terms of profer'd peace you bring. 
As once JEneas to th' Italian king : 
By long poffeflion all the land is mine ; 
You Grangers come with your intruding line. 
To (hare my fccptre, which you call to join* 
You plead like him an ancient pedigree. 
And claim a peaceful feat by fate's decree. 
In ready pomp your (acrificer (lands, 
T' unite the Trojan and the Latin bands» 

And, 
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And, that the league more finnly may be ty'd, 

Bemaiid the fair Lavinia for your bvide. 

Thus plaufibly you veil th' intended wrong. 

But ftill you bring your exiled gods along; 

And will endeavour, in fucceeding fpace, 

Thofe houihold puppets ob our be^irth* to place. 

Perhaps fome barbarous laws have been pireferrM j 

I Ipake againft the teii, but was not beard } 

Thefe to refcind, and peerage to reftore, ^ 

My gracious fovereign would my vote implore : l 

1 owe him much, but owe ray confcience more. .V 

Confcience is then your plea, reply^d the dattie» 
Xyhich well informed will ever be the fame. 
Blit yours is muc^ of the camelion hue. 
To change the die with every diftant view. 
When firfl: the Lion fkt with awfi*l fway, 
Your confcience taught your duty to obey : 
He might have had your ftatutes and your teft j 
No confcience but of fubjefts was profefs'd. 
He found your temper, and no farther try*d. 
But on that broken reed your chureh Fe>y*d. 
In vain the fe£l» cffay'd their utmoft art, 
With oflfer'd trcafure to efpoufe their part $ 
Their treafures were ar bribe fioo mean to move his | 

heart. 

But when by long experience you had proved) 
How far ht could forgive; how well he loVd j 
A goodnefs that excelled his godlike race« 
And only fhort of heaven's unbounded grace 3 
A flood of mercy that o'erflow'd o«r ifte> 
Calm in the rife, and fruitful as the Nik«, 
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Forgetting whence your Egypt was Aipply'd, 

You thought your fovereign bound to fend the tide i 

Nor upward lookM on that immortal fpring. 

But vainly deem'd, he durft not be a king : 

Then Confciencc, unreftrain'd by fear, began 

To ftretch her limits, and extend the fpan } 

Did bis indulgence as her gift difpofe. 

And make a wife alliance with her foes. 

Can Confciencc own th' affociating name, 

And raife no blufhes to conceal her (hame ? 

For fure fhe has been thought a baihful dame. 

But if the caufe by battle (hould be try'd, ^ 

You grant (he muft efpoufe the regal fide : f 

O Proteus confciencc, never to be ty'd ! ^ 

What Phoebus from the Tripod ihall difclofc. 

Which are, in laft refort, your friends or foes ? 

Homer, who learn'd the language of the fky. 

The feeming Gordian knot would foon unty ; 

Immortal powers the term of Confciencc know. 

But Intereft is her name with men below. 

Confciencc or Intereft be't, or both in one, 
(The Panther anfwer'd in a furly tone) 
The firft commands me to maintain the crown. 
The laft forbids to throw my barriers down. 
Our penal laws no fons of yours admit. 
Our teft excludes your tribe from benefit. 
Thefe arc my banks your ocean to withftand. 
Which proudly riling overlooks the land 3 
And once let in, with unrefifted fway. 
Would fweep the paftors and their flocks away. 

5 Think 
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Think not my judgment leads me to comply 
With laws unjuft, but hard neccflity : 
Imperious need, which cannot be withftood» 
Makes ill authentic, for a greaf^r good. 
PoiTefs your foul with patience, and attend s 
A more aufpicious planet may afcend ; 
Good fortune may prefent fome happier time^ 
With means to cancel my unwilling crime } 
(Unwilling, witnefs all ye powers above) 
To mend my errors, and redeem your love t 
That little fpace you fafely may allow ; 
Your all-difpeniing power protects you now. 

Hold, faid the Hind, *tis needlefs to explain ) 
You would poftpone me to another reign 5 
Till when you are content to be unjuft i 
Your part )s to poifefs, and mine to truft. 
A fair exchange proposM of future chance. 
For prefent profit and inheritance. 
Few words will ferve to finifli our dlfpute ; 
Who will not now repeal, would perfecute. 
To ripen green revenge, your hopes attend, 
Wifhing that happier planet would afcend. 
For ihame, let Confcience be your plea no more ) 
To will hereafter, proves (he might before t 
But (he *s a bawd to gain, and holds the doon 

Your care about your banks infers a fear 
Of threatening floods and inundations near 3 
If fo, a juft reprife would only be 
Of what the land ufurp'd upon the fea | 
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And all your jealoufies but ferve to ftiow. 

Your ground is, like your neighbour-nation, loW. 

T' intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws^ 

Is to diftruft the juftica of your caufe j 

-A.nd argues that the true religion lies 

In thofe weak adverfaries you defpifc. 

Tyrannic force is that which leaft you fear 5 
The ii^und is frightful in a chriftian's ear : 
Avert it, heaven ! nor let that plague be fent 
To us from the difpeopled continent. 

But piety commands me to refrain 5 
Thofe prayers areneedlefs in this monarches reigiii 
Behold ! how he protefts your friends opprefs'd. 
Receives the banifhM, fuccours the diftrefsM s 
Behold, for you may read an honeft open breaft. 
He ftands in day-light, and difdains to hide 
An a61:, to which by honour he is ty'd, 
A generous, laudable, and kingly pride. 
Your Teft he would repeal, his peers reftore 5 
Titis when he fays he means, he means no more. 

Well, faid the Panther, I believe him juft. 
And yet— 

And yet, 'tis but becaufe you muft 5 
You would be trufted, but you would not truft, 
Yhe Hind thus briefly ; and difdain'd t' inlarge 
On power of kings, and their fuperior charge, 
As heaven's truftees before the people's choice : 
Though fure the Panther did not much rejoice 
To hear thofe echos given of her once-loyal voice. 

5 The 
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The Matron woo'd her kindnefs to the laft. 
But could not win $ her hour of grace was paft. 
\j[hom, thus perfifting, when ihe couhl not bring 
To leave the Wolf, and to believe her king. 
She gave her up, and fairly wi/h'd her joy 
Of her late treaty with her new ally i 
Which well ihe hop'd would more fuccefsful prove. 
Than was the Pigeon^s and the Buzzard^s love. 
The Panther afk'd, what concord there could be 
Betwixt two kinds whofe natures difagree ? 
The Dame replyM : 'Tis fung in every ftreet, 
The common chat of goilips when they meet : 
But, fmce unheard by you, 'tis worth your while 
To take a wholfome tale, though told in homely ftyle. 

A plain good man, whofe name is underftood, 
(So few deferve the name of plain and good) 
Of three fair lineal lordftiips ftood poffcfsM, 
And livM, as reafon was, upon the beft. 
InurM to bardihips from his eai'ly youth. 
Much had he done, and fufferM for his truth : 
At land and fea, in many a doubtful fight. 
Was never known a more adventurous knight. 
Who oftner drew his fword, and always for the right. 
As fortune would (his fortune came, though late) 
He tQojL pofleilion of his juft eftate : 
Nor racl^M his tenants with increafe of rent 5 
Nor liv'd too fparing, nor too largely fpent; 
But overlooked his Hinds ; their pay was juft, 
And ready, for be fcornM to go on trull : 
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Slow to refblve, but in performance quick j 

So true, that he was aukward at a trick. 

For little fouls on little flvifts rely, 

And cowards arts of mean expedients try ; 

The noble mind will dare do any thing but lye. 

Falfe friends, his deadlieft foes, could find no way 

But (bows of honeft bluntnefs, to- betray ; 

That unfufpe6led plainnefs he belicv'd j 

He look'd into himfelf, and was deceived. 

Some lucky planet fure attends his birth. 

Or heaven would make a miracle on earth ; 

For profpenous honefly is feldom feen 

To bear fo dead a weight, and yet to win. 

It looks as fate with nature''s law would ftrive. 

To fhew plain-dealing once an age may thrive : 

And, when fo tough a frame flie could not bend. 

Exceeded her commiflion to befriend. 

This grateful man, as heaven increased his ftorey 
Gave God again, and daily fed his poor. 
His houfe with all convenience was pui-vey'd ; 
The reft he found, but rais'd the fabric where he prayM ; 
And in that facred place his beatrteous wi& 
Employed her happieft hours of holy life. 

Nor did their alms extend to thofe alone. 
Whom common faith more ftri£Hy made their own j 
A fort of Doves were hous'd too near their hall. 
Who crofs the proverb, and abound with gall. 
Though fome, 'tis true, are paflively inclined. 
The greater part degenerate from their Jcind ^ 

5 ' Vora- 
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Voracious birds that hotly bill and breed, 
And largely drink, becaufe on fait they feed. 
$mall gain from them their bounteous owner draws j 
Yet, bound by promiie, he fupports their caufe. 
As corporations privileged by laws. 

That houfe which harbour to their kind affords. 
Was built, long fince, God knows, for better birds ; 
]&ut fluttering there they neftle near the throne. 
And lodge in habitations not their own, 
By their high crops and boi-ny gizzards known. 
Like Harpies they could fcent a plenteous board. 
Then to be fure they never failM their lord : 
The reft was form, and bare attendance paid 5 
They drunk, and eat, and grudgingly obey'd. 
The more they fed, they raven'd ftill for more j 
They drain'd from Dan, and left Beerftieba poon 
All this they had by law, and none rephi'd 5 
The preference was but due to Levi's kind : 
But when fome lay-preferment fell by chance, 
The Gojirmands made it their inheritance. 
When once poflefs'd, they never quit their claim 5 
For then 'tis fanftify'd to heaven's high name; 
And hallow'd thus, they cannot give conicnt. 
The gift (hould be prc^han'd by worldly management. 

Their flefh was never to the table ferv'd 5 
Though 'tis not thence inferr'd the birds were ftarv'd j 
But that their mafter did not like the food. 
As rank, and breeding melancholy blood. 
Nor did it with his gracious nature fuit, 
Ev'n though they were not doves, to per&c\i\ft\ 
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Yet he refusM (nor could they take offence) 
Their glutton kind (hould teach him abftinencc. 
Nor confecrated grain their wheat he thought. 
Which new from treading in their bills they broughl 
But left his Hinds each in his private power. 
That thofe who like the bran might leave the flour* 
He for himfelf, and not for others, chofe. 
Nor would he be imposM on, nor impofe j 
But in their faces his devotion paid, 
And facrifice with folemn rites was made. 
And facred inccnfe on his altars laid. 
Befides thefe jolly birds, whofe corpfe impure 
Repaid their commons with their fait- manure j 
Another farm he had behind his houfe. 
Not overftockM, but barely for his ufe : 
Wherein his poor domeftic pcniltry fed. 
And from his pious hands received their bread. 
Our pamper'd Pigeons, with malignant eyes. 
Beheld thefe inmates, and their nurferies : 
Though hard their fare, at evening, and at raoi*n, 
A cruife of water and an ear of corn 5 
Yet ftiU they grudg'd that modicum, and thought 
A fheaf in every fmgle grain was brought. 
Fain would they filch that little food away. 
While unreftrain'd thofe happy gluttons prey. 
And much they grievM to fee fo nigh their hall^ 
The bird that warnM St. Peter of his fall : 
That he fliould raife his mitred creft on high. 
And clap his wings, and call his family 
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To facred rites $ and vex th' etherial powers 

With midnight mattins at uncivil hours : 

Nay more, his quiet neighbours (hould moleft^ 

Juft in the fweetnefs of their morning reft. 

Beaft of a bird, fupinely when he might 

Lie fnug and fleep, to rife before the light ! 

What if his dull forefathers us'd that cry. 

Could he not let a bad example die ? 

The world was fallen into an eafier way ; 

This age knew better than to faft and pray. 

Good fenfe in facred worihip would appear 

So to begin, as they might end the year. 

Such feats in former times had wrought the falls 

Of crowing Chanticleers in cloyfterM walls. 

Expeird for this, and for their lands, they fled ; 

And (ifter Partlet with her hooded head 

Was hooted hence, becaufe fhe would not pray a-bed< 

The way to win the reftiff world to God, 

Was to lay by the difciplining rod. 

Unnatural fafts, and foreign forms of prayer s 

Religion frights us with a mien fevere. 

'Tis prudence to reform her into eafe. 

And put her in undrefs to make her pleafe : 

A lively faith will bear aloft the mind. 

And leave the luggage of good works behind. 

Such do£lrines in the pigcon-houfe were taught : 
You need not aflc how wondroufly they wrought j 
But fure the common cry was all for thefe, 
Whofe life and precepts both encouraged eafe, 
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Yet fearing thofe alluring baits might fail. 

And holy deeds o'er all their arts prevail ; 

For vice, though frontlefs, and of hardenM face. 

Is daunted at the fight of awful grace, 

An hideous figure of their foes they drew. 

Nor lines, nor looks, nor fhades, nor colours true 

And this grotefque defign expos'd to public view. 

One would have thought it fome Egyptian piece. 

With garden -gods, and barking deities. 

More thick than Ptolemy has ftuck the ikies. 

All fo perverfe a draught, fo far unlike. 

It was no libel where it meant to ftrike. 

Yet ftill the daubing pleas'd, and great and fmall 

To view the monfter crowded Pigeon -hall. 

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knee« 

Adorning (brines, and ftocks of fainted trees { 

And by him, a mif-(hapen, ugly race j 

The curfe of God was fcen on every face : 

No Holland emblem could that malice mend. 

But ftill the worfe the look, the fitter for a fiend. 

The mafter of the farm, difpleas^d to find 
So much of rancour in fo mild a kind. 
Enquired into the caufe, and came to know. 
The paffive church had ftruck the foremoft blow ) 
With groundlcfs fears and jealoufies pofleft. 
As if this troublefome intruding gueft 
Would drive the birds of Venus from their neft. 
A deed his inborn equity abhorr'd; 
But intereft will not truft, though God fliould plight 
bis word. 
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A law, the fource of many future harms, 

Had banifli'd all the poultry from the farms j 

With lofs of life, if any fliould be found 

To crow or peck on this forbidden ground* 

That bloody ftatute chiefly was defignM 

For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind 5 

But after-malice did not long forget 

The lay that wore the robe and coronet. 

For them, for their inferiors and allies. 

Their foes a deadly Shibboleth devife : 

By which unrighteoufly it was decreed. 

That none to truft or profit (hould fucceed. 

Who would not fwallow firft a poifonous wicked 

weed : 
Or that, to which old Socrates was cursM, 
Or henbane juice to fwell them till they burft. 

The pati-on (as in reafon) thought it hard 
To fee this inquifition in his yard. 
By which the fovereign was of fubjefts' ufe debarred 
All gentle means he try'd, which might withdraw 
Th' effefls of fo unnatural a law : 
But ftill the dove-houfe obftinately ftood 
Deaf to their own, and to their neighbours good 5 
And which was worfe, if any wprfe could be. 
Repented of their boafted loyalty : 
Now made the champions of a cruel caufe. 
And drunk with fumes of popular applaufe ; 
For thofe whom God to ruin has defignM, 
He £t6 for fate, and firft deftroys their mind. 

New 
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New doubts indeed they daily ftrove to raiie, 
Suggefted dangers^ interposM delays $ 
And emiffaiy Pigeons had in ftore, 
Such as the Meccan prophet us'd of yore. 
To whifpcr counfels in their patron's ear j 
And vcird their falfe advice with zealous fear. 
The matter fmil'd, to fee them woik in vain. 
To wear him out, and make an idle rcig^i : 
He faw, but fuffer'd their protr?.6live arts. 
And Ikrove by niildnefs to reduce their hearts : 
But they abus'd that grace to make allies, ^ 

And fondly closed with former enemies ; % 

For fools are doubly fools, endeavouring to be wife, j ' 

After a grave confult what courfe were bcft,. 
One, more mature in folly than the reft, 
Stood up, and told them with his head afide. 
That defperate cures muft be to defperate ills applyM: 
And therefore, fmce their main impending fear 
Was from th' increafmg rac« of Chanticleer, 
Some potent bird of prey they ought to find, 
A foe profefsM to him, and all his kind : 
Some haggard Hawk, who had her eyry nigh. 
Well pouncM to faften, and well wing'd to fly : 
One they might truft, their common wrongs to v/reak: 
The Mufquet and the Coyftrel were too weak. 
Too fierce the Falcon j but, above the reft. 
The noble Buzzard ever pleas'd me beft ; 
Of fjnall renown, 'tis true; for, not to lye. 
We call him but a Hawk by courtefy. 
I know he hates the Pigeon-houfe and Fai*m, 
A/2cI more, in tim e of war, has done us harm s 
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But all his hate on trivial points depends : 
Give up our forms, and we (hall foon be friends. 
For Pigeons flefh he feems not much to care j 
CrammM chickens are a more delicious fare. 
On this high potentate, without delay, 
I wifli you would confer the fovereign fway : 
Petition him t' accept the government, 
And let a fplendid embafTy be fent. 

This pithy fpeech prevailed j and nil agreed. 
Old enmities forgot, the Buzzard fhould fucceed. 

Their welcome fuit was granted foon as heard. 
His lodgings furnifh'd, and a train prepared. 
With B's upon their breaft, appointed for his guard. 
He came, and, crown'd with great foleranity, 
God fave king Buzzard ! was the general cry, 

A portly prince, and goodly to the fight. 
He feemM a fon of Anach for his height : 
Like thofe whom ftature did to crowns prefer: 
Black-brow'd, and bluflF, like Homer's Jupiter : 
Broad-backM, and brawny- built for love"'s delight j 
A prophet form'd to make a female profelyte. 
A theologue more by need than genial bent j 
By breeding fliarp, by nature confident. 
Intereft in all his aftions was difcernM ; 
More learnM than honeft, more a wit than learn'd : 
Or forc'd by fear, or by his profit led, 
Or both conjoined, his native clime he fled : 
But brought the virtues of his heaven along ; 
A fair behaviour, and a fluent tongue. 

And 
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And yet with all his arts he could not thrive ; 

The rooft unlucky parafitc alive. 

Loud praifes to prepare his paths he fent. 

And then himfelf purfued his compliment ; 

But, by reverfe of fortune chas'd away, 

His gifts no long^er than their author ftay : 

He (hakes the duft againft th"* ungprateful race. 

And leaves the ftench of ordures in the place. 

Oft has he flatterM and blafphem'd the fame^ 

For in his rage he fpares no fovereign's name t 

The hero and the tyrant change their ftyle 

By the fame meafure that they frown or fmile. 

When well received by hofpitable foes, 

The kindnefs he returns, is to expofe : 

For couitefies, though undeferv'd and great. 

No gratitude in felon -minds beget ; 

As tribute to his wit, the churl receives the treat. 

His praife of foes is venomoufly nice ; 

So touched, it turns a virtue to a vice : 

" A Greek, and bountiful, forewarns us twice,'* 

Seven facraments he wifely does difown, 

Becaufe he knows confeflion ftands for one | 

Where fins to facred filencc are conveyM, 

And not for fear, or love, to be betray'd : 

But he, uncaird, his patron to control, 

Divulg\l the fecret whifpers of his foul 5 

Stood forth th' 3ccuiing Satan of his crimes. 

And offcr'd to the Moloch of the times. 

Prompt to aflail, and carelefs of defence. 

Invulnerable in his impudence, 
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He dares the world 5 and eager of a name. 
He thrufts about» and juftles into fame. 
Frontiers, and fatire-proof, he fcower* the ftreets^ 
And runs an Indian-muck at all be meets. 
So fond of loud report, that not to mifs 
X)f being known (his laft and utmoft blifs) 
He rather would be known for what he is. 

Such was, and is, the Captain of the Teft, 
Though half his virtues are not here exprefs^d j 
The modefty of fame conceals the reft. 
The fpleenful Pigeons never could create 
A prince more proper to revenge their hate j 
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than fave. 
A king, whom in his wrath di' Aknighty gave ; 
For all the grace the landlord had allow'd. 
But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud ; 
Gave time to fix their friends, and to feducc thej 

crowd. 
They long their fellow-fubjefts to inthral. 
Their patron's promife into queftion call. 
And vainly think he meant to make them lords of all. 

Falfe fears their leaders fail'd not to faggeft. 
As if the Doves were to be difpoffefs'd j 
Nor fighs, nor groans, nor gogling eyes, did want j 
For now the Pigeons too had learn'd to cant. 
The houfe of prayer is ftockM with large increafef 
Nor doors nor windows can contain the prcfs : 
For birds of every feather fill th' abode j 
Et'q atheifts out of envy own a God : 
And reeking from the ftews adulterers come. 
Like Goths and Vandals to demolifh Rome. 
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That Confcience, which to all their crimes was mtitej 

Now calls aloud, and cries to perfecute : 

No rigor of the laws to be released. 

And much the lefs, becaufe it was their Lord^s requcfti 

They thought it great their fovercign to controul. 

And nam'd their pride, nobility of foul. 

'Tis true, the Pigeons, and their prince eleft. 
Were (hort of power, their purpofe to cffeft : 
But with their quills did all the hurt they could. 
And cufF'd the tender Chicker trom their food : 
And much the Buzzard in th/^^ caufe did ftir, .». 1 
Though naming not the patro*',' to infer > 

With all refpeft, he was a grufs idolater. J 

But when th' imperial owner did efpy, 
That thus they tumM his grace to villany. 
Not fuffering wrath to difcompofe his mind, 1 

He ftrove a temper for th' extremes to find. > 

So to be juft, as he might ftill be kind j J 

Then, all maturely weigh'd, pronounced a doom 
Of facred ftrength for every age to come. 
By this the doves their wealth and ftate poflefs. 
No rights infringed, but licence to opprefs : 
Such power have they as fa6lious lawyers long 
To crowns afcrib'd, that kings can do no wrong. 
But fince his own domeftic birds have try'd 
The dire effects of their deftruftive pride. 
He deems that proof a meafure to the reft. 
Concluding well within his kingly breaft. 
His fowls of nature too unjuftly were oppreft. 

He 
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rcfcre makes all birds of every fe6l 
* his farm, with promife to refpcSi 
evcral kinds alike, and equally proteft, 
fcious edi6l the fame fi-anchife yields 
the wild incieafe of woods and fields, 
ho in rocks aloof, and who in (leeples builds 
)ws the like impartial grace affords, 
houghs and Daws, and fuch republic birds t 
. with ample priv ge to feed, 
as his diftrift, an** is bounds decreed : 
I'd in common in 2ft with his own, 
t to pafs the Pigeo: s Rubicon, 
ends the reign of his pretended Dove 5 
jphecies accomplifhM from above, 
iloh comes the fceptre to remove, 
d from her imperial high abode, 
ionyfius to a private rod, 
flive church, that with pretended grace 
r diftin6live mark in duty place, 
uchM, reviles her Maker to his face. 
it after happened is not hard to guefs : 
.all beginnings had a large increafe, 
ts and wealth fuccecd, the fecret fpoils of peace, 
id, the Doves repented, though too late, 
; the fmiths of their own foolifh fate : 
1 their owner haften their ill hour ; 
mk in credit, they decreas'd in power : 
ows in warmth that mildly pafs away, 
ing in the filence of decay. 

TbL« 
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The Buzzard, not content with equal place» 
Invites the feathered Niinrods of his race j 
To hide the thinnefs of their flock from fight. 
And all together make a Teeming goodly flight t 
But each have feparate interefts of their own } 
Two Czars are one too many for a throne. 
Nor can th' ufurper long abftain from food ) 
Already he has tailed Pigeons blood t 
And may be tempted to his former fare. 
When this indulgent lord (hall late to heaven repaiTt 
Bare benting times, and moulting months may comCf 
When, lagging late, they cannot reach their home} 
Or rent in fchifm (for Co their fate decrees) 
Like the tumultuous college of the bees. 
They fight their quarrel, by themfelves oppreft ; 
The tyrant fmiles below, and waits the falling feaft* 

Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end. 
Nor would the Panther blame it, nor conunend } 
But, with afFe6led yawnings at the clofe, 
Secm'd to require her natural repofe : 
For now the ftrcaky light began to peep ; 
And letting ftars admoniflrd both to fleep. 
The dame withdrew, and, wifliing to her guefl 
The peace of heaven, betook herfelf to reft. 
Ten thoufand angels on her flumbers wait. 
With glorious vifions of her future ftate. 
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BRITANNIA REDIVIVA: 

A P O E M on the PRINCE, bom on the 
Tenth of June, 1688. 

^^UR vovvs are heard betimes, and heaven takes care 
^^ To grant, before we can conclude the prayer : 
Preventing angels met it half the way. 
And fent us back to praife, who came to pray. 

Juft on the day, when the high-mounted fun 
pid fartheft in its northern progrefs run, 
He bended forward, and ev'n ftretch'd the fphere 
Beyon^ the limits of the lengthened year. 
To view a brighter fun in Britain bom ; 
That was the bufmefs of his longeft morn ; 
The glorFous obje6l feen, 'twas time to turn. 

Departing Spring could only ftay to (hed 
Her gloomy beauties on the genial bed. 
But left the manly fummer in her ftead. 
With timely fruit the longing land to chear. 
And to fulfil the promife of the year. 
Betwixt two feafons comes th' aufpicious heir. 
This age to bloflbm, and the next to bear. 

Laft folemn fabbath faw the Chiirch attend. 
The Paraclete in fiery pomp defcend 5 
But when his wondrous o6lave roUM again. 
He brought a royal infant in his train. 
So great a blefllng to fo good a king. 
None but th' Eternal Comforter coyld bring. 

Vol. II. H Cix 
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Or did the mighty Trinity confplrey 
As once in council to create our fire ? 
It fcems as if they fent the new-born gueA 
To wait on die procefl[k>n of their Ceaft j 
And on their faci^d anniverfe decreed 
To damp their image on the promisM Cced^ 
Three realms united, and on one beftow*dy. 
An emblem of their myftic union ihowM : 
The mighty trine the triple empire (harM : 
As every perfon would have one to guard. 

Hail, Sott of prayers \ by holy violenct 
Drawn down from heaven ;. but long be banifli^d tlu 
And late to thy paternal fkies retire s 
To mend our crimes, whole ages would require |. 
To change th' inveterate habit of our fins^ 
And finidi wlmt thy godlike fire begins. 
Kind heaven, to make us Engliftimen again^ 
No lefs can give us than a patriarchies reign. 

The facred cradle to your charge receive,. 
Ye leraphs, and by turns the guard relieve j. 
Thy father's angel, and thy father join. 
To keep pofleflion, and fecure the line j 
But long defer the honours of thy fate : 
Great may they be like his, like his be late i 
That James his running centuiy may view. 
And give this Son an aufpice to the new. 

Our wants exa6^ at leaft that moderate (hy j 
For fee the dragon winged on his way. 
To watch the travail, and devour the prey. 
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Or, if allufions may not rife Co high, 

Thus, when Alcidcs raised his infant cry. 

The fnakes befiegM his young divinity : 

But vainly with their forked tongues they threat 3 

For oppofition makes a hei*o great. 

To needful fuccour all the good will runt 

And Jove affert the godhead of his Son, 

O ftill repining at your prefcnt ftate. 
Grudging yourfelves the benefits of fate, ^ 
Look up, and read in characters of light 
A blefTing Tent you in your own defpight. 
The manna falls, yet that celeftial bread 
Like Jews you munch, and murmur while you feed. 
May not your fortune be like theirs, exiPd, 
Yet forty years to wander in the wild ! 
Or if it be, may Mofes live at leaft, 
To lead you to the verge of promised reft ! 

Though poets are not prophets, to foreknow 
What plants will take the blight, and what will grow. 
By tracing heaven, his footfteps may be found : 
Behold ! how awfully he walks the round ! 
God is abroad, and, wondrous in his ways. 
The rife of empires, and their fall furveys ; 
More, might I fay, than with an ufiial eye. 
He fees his bleeding church in ruin lie. 
And hears the fouls of faints beneath his altar cry. 
Already has he lifted high the fign, 
Which crown'd the conquering arms of Conftantine : 
The moon grows pale at that prcfaging fight. 
And half her train of ftars have loft their light. 
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Behold another Sylvefter, to blefs 
The facred ftandard, and fecure fuccefs ; 
Large of his treafures, of a foul fo great. 
As fiUs and crowds his univerfal feat. 
Now view at home a fecond Conftantine 
(TJic former too was of the Britifh line) ; 
Has not his healing balm your breaches cIosM, 
Whofe exile many fought, and few opposM ? 
O, did not heaven by its eternal doom 
Permit thofe evils, that this good might come ? 
So manifeft, that ev'n the moon-ey'd Ce6ks 
See whom and what this Providence protefls. 
Methlnks, had we within our minds no more 
Than that one (hipwreck on the fatal ore. 
That only thought may make us think again. 
What wonders God referves for fuch a reign. 
To dream that chance his prefervation wrought. 
Were to think Noah was prefervM for nought ; 
Qr the furviving eight were not defign'd 
To people earth, and to reftore their kind. 

When humbly on the royal babe w^e gaze. 
The manly lines of a majeftic face 
Give awful joy : 'tis paradife to look 
On the fair frontifpiece of Nature's book : 
If the fir ft opening page fo charms the fight. 
Think how th' unfolded volume will delight ! 
See how the venerable infant lies 
In early pomp ; how through the mother's eyes 
The father's fcul, with an undaunted view, 
Locks out^ and takes our homage as his due. 
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See on his fiiture fubje6ls how he fmiles, 
Nor meanly flatters, nor with craft beguiles j 
But \fith an open face, as on his throne, 
Afliires our birthrights, and afTuiiies his own : 
Born in broad day-light, that th' ungrateful rout 
May find no room for a remaining doubt j 
T^'uth, which itfelf is light, does darknefs fliun. 
And the true eaglet fafely dares the fun. 

Fain would the fiends have made a dubious birth^ 
Loth to confefs the Godhead cloath'd in earth « 
But ficken'd after all their baffled lies, ^ 

•Xo find an heir apparent in the fldes : 
^bandon'd to defpair, ftill may they grudge. 
And, owning not the Saviour, prove the judge. 

Not great jflEneas ftood in plainer day. 
When the dark mantling mift diflbiv'd away. 
He to;the Tyrians fhewM his fudden face. 
Shining with all his goddefs motlier^s grace : 
For fhe herfelf had made his countenance bright, 
BreathM honour on his eyes, and her own purple light. 

If our vi6lorious Edward, as they fay, 
Gave Wales a prince on that propitious day, 
*Why may not years revolving with his fate 
Produce his like, but with a longer date f 
One> who may carry to a diftant fliore 
The terror that his fam'd forefather bore. 
But why ftiould James or his young hero ftay 
For (light prefagcs of a name or day ? 
We need no Edward's fortune to adorn 
That happy moment when our prince was born 
H 3 
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Our prince adorns this day, and ages hence 
Shall widi his birth-day for fome future prince. 

Great Michael, prince of all tV aetherial koits. 
And whatever inborn faints our Britain boafts j 
And thou, th' adopted patron of our ifle. 
With chearfiil afpe6ls on this infant fmile : 
The pledge of heaven, which, dropping from above. 
Secures our blifs, and i-econciles his love. 

Enough of ills our dire rebellion wrought. 
When to the dregs we drank the bitter draught j 
Then ay:y atoms did in plagues confpire, 1 

Nor did th' avenging angel yet retire, > 

But purgM our ftill-increafing crimes with fire. J 

Then perjur'd plots, the ftill impending teft. 
And worfe — but charity conceals the reft : 
Here flop the current of the fanguine flood j 
Require ^ot, gracious God, thy martyrs* blood; 
But let their dying pangs, their living toil. 
Spread a rich harveft through their native foil j 
A harveft ripening for another reign. 
Of which this royal babe may reap the grain. 

Enough of early faints one womb has given ; 
Enough increased the family of heaven : 
Let them for his, and our atonement go ; 
And, reigning bleft above, leave him to i-ule below* 

Enouofh already has the year forefliow'd 
His wonted courfe, the fea has overflow'd. 
The meads were floated with a weeping fpring, ■ 
And frightened birds in woods forgot to fing ; 

The 



1 



BRITANNIA REDIVIVA- vp% 

The ftrong-limVd fteed beiic^ his hanA 
And the fame ftiivering fmtat h» ]otd 
When will the minJAer €lf wxath pre o'txi 
Behold him at Anaiiali*s tfarefrw^-fioors 
He ftops, and (cems to ftcalk bis flaoMtg txranjy 
Pleas'd with burnt iaceafb finom oar Divia** Suoi^ 
David hat bought the Jdrafitc's abooc^ 
And raisM an altar to the liring Gc4« 

Heaven, to rewaid luia, mafcts htt fm ieum^ 
No future ills aor accidcmts appear 
To fully and pollute die iacfcd ia£eMi'ft ytm. 
Five months to di(cord and ddxttr war prms 
He fanclifies the yet remuaiag kreu^ 
Sabbath of months ! hemctfonkmhimhtUdk, 
And prelude to the realms peipuwj i idl ! 

Let his baptiimai dropfs for «s aiMBC $ 
Luftrations for officnoet aot hb o«rm« 
Let Confcience, which u wtttrdt ill 4i%M*d, 
In the fame font be cleaas^d, and all the baJ h»fifL 

Un>namM as yet ) at \aA onkaows to fmmt $ 
'Is there a ftrife in heaves aboot his sane $ 
Where every ^moos pfcdeeeflbr vica. 
And makes a faction for it is thelkies ? 
Or muft it be refenrM to thovght alooe f 
Such was the (acred Tetra^niiBniateii> 
Things wordiy fileooe mnk not be rt^taitd s 
Thus the true name of Ronne was fctpt coc^eal'dy 
To flmn the fpells and fiorcerics i^ the^ 
Who durft her infant nu^elly oppoie. 

H4 %^ 
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But when his tender ftrength in time Ihkll rife 

To dare ill tongues, and fafcinating eyes 5 

This ifle, which hides the little thunderer^s fame^ 

Shall be too narrow to contain his name : 

Th' artillery of heaven fhall make him known ; 

Crete could not hold the God, when Jove v^ras grown. 

As Jove's increafe, who from his brain was born. 
Whom arms and arts did equally adorn. 
Free of the brcaft was bred, whofe milky tafte 
Minerva's name to Venus had debasM ; 
So this imperial babe rejefts the food 
'^rhat mixes monarch's with plebeian blood : 
Food that his inborn courage might controul. 
Extinguish all the father in his foul. 
And for his Eftian race, and Saxon drain. 
Might reproduce fome fecond Richard's reign. 
Mildntfs he fhares from both his parents' blood t 
But kings too tame are defpicably good : 
Be this the mixture of this regal child. 
By nature manly, but by virtue mild. 

Thus far the furious tranfport of the news 
Hid to prophetic madnefs fir'd the Mufe j 
Madncls ungovernable, uuinfpir'd. 
Swift to foretel whatever (he defir'd. 
Was it for me the dark abyfs to ticad. 
And read the book which angels cannot read ? 
How was I punifli'd when the fudden blaft. 
The face of heaven, and our young Sun o'ercaft f 
Fame, the fvvift iU, increafmg as flie roll'd, 
Difeai'e, defpair, and deatli> at three reprilcs told s 

At 
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At three infulting ftrides fhe ftalk'd the town. 
And, like contagion, ftruck the loyal down. 
Down fell the winnow'd wheat ; but, mounted high, 
The whirlwind bore the chaff, and hid the Iky. 
Here black rebellion (hooting from below 
(As earth's gigantic brood by moments grow) 
And here the fons of God are petrified with woe 
An apoplex of grief | fo low were driven 
The faints, as hardly to defend their heaven. 

As„ when pent vapours run their hollow round. 
Earthquakes, which are convulfions of the ground. 
Break bellowing foitli, and no confinement brook. 
Till the third fettles what the former (hook j 
Such heavings had our fouls ; till, (low ^nd late. 
Our life with his returned, and faith prevailed on fate. 
By prayers the miglity blefling was implor'd. 
To prayers was granted, and by prayers reftor'd. 

So, trc the Shunamite a fon conceived. 
The prophet promised, and the wife believM. 
A fon was fent, the fon {o much defirM ; 
But foon i\p(on the mother's knees expired. 
The troubled feer approachM the mournful door. 
Ran, pray'd, and fent his pafloral ftaff before, 
Then ftretch'd his limbs upon the child, and mourn'd. 
Till warmth, and breath, and a new foul, returned. 

Th^s mercy ftretches out her band, and favea 
Pefponding Peter finking in the waves. 
• As when a fudden ftorm of hail and rain 
Beats to the ground the yet unbeaided graiiij 

Think 
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Let angels voices with their harps confpirey 
But keep th^ aufpicious infant from the choir $ 
Late let him fmg above, and let us know 
No fweeter raufic than his cries below. 

Nor can I wiih to you, great monarch, more 
Than fuch an annual income to your ftore $ 
The day which gave this unit, did not (hine 
For a lefs omen, than to fill the trine. 
After a prince, an admiral beget j 
The Royal Sovereign wants an anchor yet. 
Our ifle has younger titles ftill in ftore, ^ 

And when th' exhaufted land can yield no more. I 
Your line can force them from a foreign (horc. \ 

The name of great your martial mind will fuit i 
But juftice is your darling attribute : 
Of all the Greeks, 'twas but one hero's due. 
And, in him, Plutarch prophefy'd of you. 
A prince's favours but on few can fall. 
But juftice is a virtue (har'd by all. 

Some king? the name of conquerors have aHTum'd, 
Some to be great, fome to be gods prefum'd 5 
But boundlefs power, and arbitrary luft. 
Made tyrants ftill abhor the name of juft ; 
They (hunn'd the praife this godlike virtue gives. 
And fear'd a title that reproich'd their lives. 

The power, from which all kings derive their ftate. 
Whom they pretend, at leaft, to imitate. 
Is equal both to punifli and reward ; 
For few would love their God, unlefs they feared. 

. Rcfiftlffs 
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Refiftlefs force and immortality 
Make but a lame, imperfeft, deity : 
Tempefts have force unbounded to deftroy. 
And deathlefs being even the damn'd enjoy ; 
And yet heaven's attributes,' both laft and firft. 
One without life, and one with life accurft: 
But juftice is heaven's felf, fo ftri6lly he, 
That could it fail, the Godhead could not be. 
This virtu© is your own ; but life and ftatc 
Are one to fortune fubjeft, one to fate : 
Equal to all, you juftly frown or fmile ; 
Nor hopes nor fears your fteady hand beguile ; 
Yoiwfelf our balance hold, the world 's our ille. 

M A C - F L E C K N O E. 

|l A L L human things are fubje6l to decay, 
"^ ■*' And when fate fummons, monarchs muft obey.y 
This Flecknoe found, who, like Auguftus, young 
Was caird to empire, and had governed long : 
In profe and verfe, was own'd, without difpute, . 
Through all the realms of Nonfenfe- abfolute. 
This aged prince, now flourilhing iri peace. 
And bleft with iffue of a large increafe ; 
Worn out with bufinefs, did at length debate 
To fettle tlie fucceflion of the ftate : 
And, pondering, which of all his fons was fit 
To reign, and wage immortal war with wit, 
Cry'd, 'Tis refolvM 5 for nature pleads, that he 
€liould only rule, who moft refembles nvt% 

5 %Va.\NN^ 
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Shadwell alone my perfeft image bears. 

Mature in dulnefs from his tender years t 

Shadwell alone, of all my fons, is he. 

Who (lands confirm \l in full flupidity. 

The reft to fome faint meaning make pretence^ 

But Shadwell never deviates into ienfe. 

Some beams of wit on other fouls may fall. 

Strike through, and make a lucid interval ; 

But Shadweirs genuine night admits no ray. 

His rifmg fogs prevail upon the day. 

Befides, his goodly fabric fills the eye. 

And feems defign'd for thoughtlefs majefty ; 

Thoughtlefs as monarch oaks, that ihade the plain^ 

And fpread in folemn ftate fu})inely reign. 

Heywood and Shirley were but types of thee. 

Thou laft gi-eat prophet of tautology ! 

Ev'n I, a dunce of more renown than they. 

Was fent before but to prepare thy way ; 

And, coarfely clad in Norwich drugget, came 

To teach the nations in thy greater name. 

My warbling lute, the lute I whilom ftrung. 

When to king John of Portugal I fung. 

Was but the prelude to that glorious day, 

When thou on filver Thames didft cut thy way. 

With well-tim'd oars before the royal barge, 

SwellM with the pride of thy celeftial charge ; 

And, big with hymn, commander of an hoft, 

The like was ne'er in Epfom blankets toft. 

Methinks I fee the new Arion fail. 

The lute ftill trembling underneath thy nail. 

At 
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At thy well-fharpcnM thumb from (bore to (hore 
The trebles fqueak for fear, the bafes roar i 
Echoes from Piffir : Alley Shadwell call. 
And Shadwell the ■ i\ /uod from Afton-Hall. 
About thy boatth. I :tle fi flies throng. 
As at the morning toaft that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band. 
Thou weild*ft thy papers in thy threfliing hand. 
St. Andre's feet ne'er kept more equal time. 
Not ev-n the feet of thy own Pfyche*s rhyme : 
Though they in number as in fenfe excel j 
So juft, fo like tautology, they fell, 
That, pale with envy. Singleton forfwore 
The lute and fword, which he in triumph bore. 
And vowM he ne'er would a6l Villerius more. 

Here ftopt the good old fire, and wept for Joy, 
In filent raptures of the hopeful boy. 
All arguments, but moft his plays, perfuade,. 
That for anointed dulnefs he was made. 

Clofe to the walls which fair Augufta bind,. 
(The fair Augufta much to fears inclined ) 
An ancient fabric raisM t' inform the fight. 
There flood of yore, and Barbican it hight : 
A watch-tower once j but now, fo fate ordains. 
Of all the pile an empty name lemains ; 
From its ofd ruins brothel-houfes rife. 
Scenes of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 
Where their vaft courts the mother- ftiumpets keep. 
And, undtfturbM by watch, in f:!ence fleep. 

S. New 
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Near thefe a nurfery ere6ls its head. 
Where queens are formed, and future heroes bred ; 
Where unflcdgM a£lors learn to laugh and cry, ^1 
Where infant punks their tender voices try, > 

And little Maximins the gods defy. J 

Great Fletcher never treads in bufkins here. 
Nor greater Jonfon dares in focks appear j 
But gentle Simkin juft reception finds 
Amidft this monument of vanifh'd minds ; 
Pure clinches the fuburbian Mufe affords. 
And Panton waging harmlefs war with words. 
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
Ambitioufly delign'd his Shadwell's throne. 
For ancient Decker prophefy'd long fince, 1 

That in this pile fhould reign a mighty prince, / 

Born for a fcourge of wit, and flail of fenfe. J 

To whom true dulnefs ftiould fome Pfyches owe. 
But worlds of mil'ers from his pen fhould flow : 
Humeri fts and hypocrites it fhould produce. 
Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce. 
Now emprefs fame had publifh'd the renown 
Of Shadweirs coronation through the town. 
Rouz'd by report of fame, the nations meet. 
From near Bunhill, and diftant Watling-flreet. 
No Perfian carpets fpread th' imperial way, 
But fcatterM limbs of mangled poets lay : 
From dufty fhops neglefted authors come. 
Martyrs of pics, and reliques of the hum. 
Much Heywood, Shirley, Ogleby, there lay. 
But loads of ShadwcU almoft chok'd the way. 

Bilk^d 
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BilkM'flationers for yeomen ftood prvpsr^i^ 
And Heningman was captain of die gojvd* 
The hoaiy prince in majefty appeared. 
High on a throne of his own laboon rear'4# 
At his right hand our yoang ACaumn hssp 
Rome's other hope, and pillar of iht Itau* 
His brows thick fogs, infbaA of gkvKt, tF*^ 
And lambent dulnefs playM aroocd ksf Ekc^ 
' As Hannibal did to the altan coaat. 
Swore by his fire, a mortal ^ to Rmmt $ 
So Shadwcll (wore, nor iboold bis r<nr V( rtomp 
That he till death tme dabieft wooU wMoeM^ 
And, in his father's rigbr, and reaks^s ^idtKeg^ 
Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor trvot widi itm^ 
The king himfelf the facred m&Sk^ flnflfv 
As king by office, and as pridi by trade^ 
In his (inifter hand, inftead cf ball. 
He plac'd a mighty mug of potest air $ 
JLove's kingdom to his rig!it fct djd ««*«r> 
At once his fceptre, acd hit nik «f fway; 
'Wliofe righteoos lore the yeioot bad prU^^k^d fMM^ 
And from whoie loins reo^rded F^dk ^«ii^ 
His tem[^es, laft, with pop^ wwe «'fT%<t»l, 
That nodding feemM to confecxaie 1ms hoA^ 
Juft at the point of time, if £mm mK }yt. 
On his left hand twdre rere»»| o9i% ^ §y. 
So Romulus, 'tb ftmg, by Ty^er^f W<»(4, 
Prefagc of fway from twice {tx ¥*Autfip^ VyA^ 
Th' admiring throng loud zr,':i%m2U'/c% miokJtf 
And omens of his (vtxtrt «ep«f« ^'^k^* 

Vol. n. I Tw 
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The fire then fliook the honours of his head. 
And from his brows damps of oblivion fhed 
Full on the filial dulnefs : long he ftood, * 

Repelling from his bread the raging God j i 

At length burfl out in this prophetic mood. J 

Heavens blefs my fon ! from Ireland let him reign 
To far Barbadoes on the weftern main j 
Of his dominion may no end be known. 
And greater than his father's be his throne ; 
Beyond Love's kingdom let him ftretch his pen !-^> 
He pausM, and all the people cry'd Amen. 
Then thus continued he : My fon, advance 
Still in new impudence, new i£;norance. 
Succefs let others teach, learn thou from me 
Pangs without birth, and fruitlefs induftry. 
Let virtuofos in five years be writ j 
Yet not one thought accufe thy toil of wit. 
Let gentle George in triumph tread the ftage. 
Make Dorimant betray, and Loveit rage ; 
Let Cully, Cockwood, Fopling, charm the pit. 
And in their folly fhew the writer's wit. 
Yet ftill ,thy fools (hall (land in thy defence. 
And juftify their author's want of fenfe. 
Let them be all by thy own model made 
Of dulnefSf and defire no foreign aid ; 
That they to future ages may be known, • 
Not copies drawn, but ifCut of thy own. 
Nay, let thy men of wit too be the fame, 
All full of tliee, and di(fenng but in name. 

Bot 
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But let no alien Sedley intcrpofe, 

To lard with wit thy hungry Epfom profe. 

And when falfe flowers of rhetoric thou wouldft cull, 

Truft nature, do not labour to be dull j 

But write thy beft, and top 5 and, in each line. 

Sir Formars oi-atory will be thine : 

Sir Formal, though unfought, attends thy quill. 

And does thy northern dedications fill. 

Nor let falfe friends feduce thy mindvto fame. 

By arrogating Jonfon's hoftile name. 

Let father Flccknoe fire thy mind with praife. 

And uncle Ogleby thy envy raife. 

Thou art my blood, where Jonfon has no part : 

AVhat fhare have we in nature or in art ? 

Where did his wit on learning fix a brand. 

And rail at arts he did not underftand ? 

Where made he love in prince Nicander's vein. 

Or fwept the dull in Pfyche*s humble ftrain ? 

Where Ibid he bargains, whip-ftitch, kifs my arfe, 

PromTsM a play, and dwindled to a farce ? 

When did his Mufe from Fletcher fcenes purloin. 

As thou whole Ethercge doft transfufe to thine ? 

But fo transfusM, as oil and waters flow. 

His always floats above, thine finks below. 

This is thy province, this thy wondrous way. 

New humours to invent for each new play : 

This is that boafled bias of thy mind. 

By which, one way, to dulnefs 'tis inclined ? 

Which makes thy writings lean on one fide ftill. 

And, in all changes, that way bends iVvy vi\\\% 

I * IS^^ 
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Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence 

Of likenefs 5 thine 's a tympany of fenfe. 

A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ. 

But fure thou 'rt but akiUlerkin of wit. 

Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep 5 

Thy tragic Mufe gives, fmiles, thy comic deep. 

With whatever gall thou fett'ft thyfelf to write^ 

Thy inoffenfive fatires never bite. 

In thy felonious heart though venom lies. 

It does but touch thy Iri(h pen, and dies. 

Thy genius calls thee not to purchafe fame 

In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. 

Leave writing plays, and choofe for thy command. 

Some peaceful province in Acroftic land. 

There thou mayft wings difplay and altars raife. 

And torture one poor word ten thoufand ways. 

Or if thou wouldft thy different talents fuit. 

Set thy own fongs, and fing them to thy lute. 

He faid 5 but his laft words were fcarcely heard : 
For Bmce and Longvil had a trap prepar'd. 
And down they fent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking he left his drugget robe behind. 
Borne upwards by a fubterranean wind. 
The mantle fell to the young prophet's part. 
With double portion of his father's art. 



ai 



[ "7 ] 

EPISTLES. 



EPISTLE THE FIRST. 

To my honoured Friend Sir Robert Howard, 
on his excellent Poems. 

A S there is mufic uninformed by art 
*^ In thofe wild notes, which with a merry heart 
The birds in unfrequented fhades exprcfs. 
Who, better taught at home, yet pleafe us lefs : 
So in your verfe a native fweetnefs dwells, 
Which (hames compofure, and its art excels. 
Singing no more can your foft numbers grace. 
Than paint adds charms unto a beauteous face. 
Vet as, when mighty rivers gently creep. 
Their even calmnefs does fuppofe them deep ; 
Such is your Mufc: no metaphor fwellM high 
With dangerous boldnefs lifts her to the fky : 
Thofe mounting fancies, when they fall again. 
Shew fand and dirt at bottom do remain. 
So firm a ftrength, and yet withal fo fweet. 
Did never but in Samfon^s riddle meet. 
'Tis ftrange each line fo great a weight fhould bear. 
And yet no fign of toil, no fweat appear. 
Either your art hides art, as ftoics feign 
Then leaft to feel, when moft they fuffcr pain ; 
And we, dull fouls, admire, but cannot fee 
What hidden fprings within the engine be : 

I 3 Oy, 
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Or ''tis fome happinefs that ilill purfues 

Each aft and motion of your graceful Mufe. 

Or is it fortune's work, that in your head 

The curious net that is for fancies fpread. 

Lets through its mcflies every meaner diought^ 

While ricTi ideas there are only caught ? 

Sure that *s not all ; this is a piece too fair 

To be the child of chance, and not of cai-c. 

No atoms cafually together hurPd 

Could e'er produce fo beautiful a world. 

Nor dare I fuch a doflrine here admit, 

As would deftroy the providence of wit. 

'Tis your ftrong genius then which does not feel 

Thofe weights, would make a weaker fpirit reel. 

To carry weig':t, and run fo lightly too, 

Is what alone your Pegafus can do. 

Great Hercules himlelf could ne'er do more. 

Than not to feel thofe heavens and gods he bore. 

Your eafier odes, which for delight wei-e penn'^d^ 

Yet our inftruftion make their fccond end : 

Wc- re both enrich'd and pleasM, like them that woo 

At once a beauty, and a fortune too. 

Of moral knowledge poefy was queen. 

And dill (ht might, had wanton wits not been ; 

Who, like ill guardians, liv'd themfelves at large. 

And, not content with that, dcbauch'd their chajge. 

Like fome brave captain, your fuccefsful pen 

Reftores the exil'd to her crown again : 

And gives us hope, that, having feen the days 

When nothing flouriflrd but fanatic bays. 

All 
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All will at length in this opinion feft, 

** A fober prince's government is beft." 

This is not all 5 your art the way has found 

To m*ike th' improvement of the richeft ground^ 

That foil which thofe immortal laurels bore. 

That once the facred Maro's temples wore, 

Eliza's griefs are fo exprefsM by you, 

They are too eloquent to have been true. 

Had ihe fo fpoke, iEncas had obey'd 

What Dido, rather than what Jove had faid. 

If funeral rites can give a ghoft repofe, 

Your Mufe fo juftly has difcharged thofe, 

Eliza's fiiade may now its wandering ceafe. 

And claim a title to the fields of peace. 

But if ^neas be oblig'd, no lefs 

Your kindnefs great Achilles doth confefs ; 

Who, drefsM by Statins in too bold a look. 

Did ill become thofe virgin robes he took. 

To underftand how much we owe to you. 

We muft your numbers, with your author's, view s 

Then we fliall fee his work was lamely rough. 

Each figure ftifF, as if defign'd in buff : 

His colours Uid fo thick on every place. 

As only fhew'd the paint, but hid the face. 

But as in perfpeflive we beauties fee. 

Which in the glafs, not in the picture, be 5 

So here our fight obligingly miftakes 

That wealth, which his your bounty only makes. 

Thus vulgar diflies are, by cooks difguis'd. 

More for their dreiRng, than their fubilance priz'd. 

I 4. Your 
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Your curious notes Co fearch into that age, 

"When all was fable but the lacred page. 

That, fince in that dark night we needs muft ftray^ 

We are at Icaft mifled in pleafant way. 

But, what we moft admire, your vcrfe no lefs 

The prophet than the poet doth confefs. 

Ere our weak eyes difcern'd the doubtful ftreak 

Of light, you faw great Charles his morning break. 

So fkilful feamen ken the land from far. 

Which (hews like mifts to the dull p^flenger. 

To Charles your Mufe firft pays her duteous love, 

As ftill the antients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whofe name preferv'd Ihall be. 

As Rome recorded Rufus' memory, 

Who thought it greater honour to obey • 

His country's intereft, than the world to fway. 

But to write worthy things of worthy men. 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen : 

Yet let mc take your mantle up, and I 

Will venture in your right to prophcfy. 

<* This work, by merit lirft of fame fecure, 

*' Is likewife happy in its geniture : 

*' For, fince 'tis born when Charles afcends the throne, 

** It (hares at once his fortune and its own," 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND. 

To my honoured friend Dr. Charleton, on 
his learned and ufeful works ; but more parti- 
cularly his Treatife of Stone-Henge, by him 
■ reftored to the true founder. 

'T* WE longeft tyranny that evei* fway'd, 
•*• Was that wherein our anceftors betiay'd 
Their free-born reafon to the Stagirite, 
And made his torch their univerfal light. 
So truth, while only one fupply'd the ftate. 
Grew fcarce, and dear, and yet fophifticate. 
Still it was bought, like empiric wares, or charms. 
Hard words fealM up with Ariftotle's arms. , 
Columbus was tlie firft that (hook his throne j 
And found a temperate in a torrid zone : 
The feverifli air fanned by a cooling breeze, 
The fruitful vales fet round with ftiady trees ; 
And eruilfelers men, who dancM away their time, 
Frefh as their groves, and happy as their clime. 
Had we ftill paid that homage to a name. 
Which only God and nature juftly claim ; 
The weftern feas had been our utmoft bound. 
Where poets ftill might dream the fun was drown'd: 
And all the ftars that fliine .in fouthern ikies, 
Had been adrairM by none but favage eyes. 

Among th' aflerters of free reafon's claim, , 
Our nation's not the leall in worth or fame. 

The 
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The world to Bacon does not only owe 

Its prefent knowledge, but its future too. 

Gilber (hall live, till loadftones ceafe to draw^ 

Or Briiiih fleets the boundlefs ocean awe. 

And noble Boyle, not lefs in nature feen. 

Than 'ns great brother read in ftates and men. 

The circling ftreams, once thought but pool8> of blood 

(Whether life's fuel, or the body's food) 

From dark oblivion Harvey's name Ihall fave j " 

While Ent keeps all the honour that he gave. 

Nor are you, learned friend, the leaft renown'd ; 

Whofe fame, not circumfcribM with Englifh ground, 

Flies like the nimble journies of the light ; 

And is, like that, unfpent too in its flight. 

Whatever truths have been, by art or chance, 

Redcem'd from error, or from ignorance. 

Thin in their authors, like rich veins of ore. 

Your works unite, and ftill difcover more. 

Such is the healing virtue of your pen. 

To perfeft cures on books,' as well as men. 

Nor is this work the leaft : you well may give 

To men new vigour, who make ftones to live. 

Through you, the Danes, their fliort dominion loft, 

A longer conqueft than the Saxons boaft. 

Stonchenge, once thought a temple, you have found 

A throne, where kings, ourearthly gods, were crown'dj 

Where by their wondering ftihjefts they were fcen, 

Joy'd with their ftature, and their princely mien. 

Our fovereign here above the reft might fland. 

And here be chofe again to rule tlic land. 

^^hcfc 
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Thefe ruins fhelterM once his facred head. 
When he from Wor'fter's fatal battle fled ; 
Watch'd by the genius of this royal place. 
And mighty vifions of the Danifli race. 
His refuge then was for a temple (hown : 
But, he reftor'd, 'tis now become a throne. 

E P I S T L E THE THIRD. 

To the Lady Castlemain, upon her 
encourag'ng his firfl Play. 

A S feamcn, fhlpwreck'd on fome happy fhore, 
■^ Difcover wealth in lands unknown before 5 
And, what their art had labour'd long in vain. 
By their misfortunes happily obtain : 
So my much-envy'd Mufe, by ftorms long toft. 
Is thrown upon your hofpitable coaft. 
And finds more favour by her ill fuccefs. 
Than (he could hope for by her happinefs. 
dnce Cato's virtue did the gods oppofe; 
While they the viftor, he the vanquifh'd chofe : 
But you have done what Cato could not do. 
To choofe the vanquifhMy and reftorc him too. 
Let others ftill triumph, and gain their caufe 
By their deferts, or by the world's applaufe j 
Let merit crowns, and juiTice laurels give. 
But let me happy by your pity live. 
True poets empty fame and praife defpife. 
Fame is the trumpet, but your fmile the prize. 
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You fit above, and fee vain men below 

Contend for what you only can beftow : 

But thofe great a£lions others do by chance. 

Are, like your beauty, your inheritance : 

So great a foul, fuch fweetnefs joinM in one. 

Could only fpring from noble Grandifon. 

You, like the ftars, not by refleflion bright. 

Arc born to your own heaven, and your own light j 

Like them are good, but from a nobler caufe. 

From your own knowledge, not from nature'*s laws. 

Your power you never ufe, but for defence. 

To guard your own, or others' innoce;ice : 

Your foes are fuch, as they, not you, have made> 

And virtue may repel, though not invade. 

Such courage did the antient heroes (how. 

Who, when they might prevent, would wait the blow : 

With fuch aflurance as they meant to fay. 

We will o^rcome, but fcorn the fafeit way. 

What further fear of danger can there be ? 

Beauty, which captives all things, fets me free. 

Pofterity will judge by my fuccefs, 

I had the Grecian poet's happinefs. 

Who, waving plots, found out a better way ; 

Some God defcended, and prefervM the play. 

When firft the triumphs of your fex were fung 

By thofe old poets, beauty was but young, 

And few admirM the native red and white, • 

Till poets drefs'd them up to charm the fight j 

S.) beauty took on truft, and did engage 

For fums of praifes till fiic came to age. 

5 But 
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But this long-growing debt to poetry 
You juftly, madam, have difcharg'd to me. 
When your applaufe and favour did infufe 
New life to my condemned and dying Mufe. 

EPISTLE THE FOURTH. 
To Mr, Lee, on his A l e x a n d e r, 

^X^ H E blaft of common cenfure could I fear, 
-■' Before your play my name (hould not appear | 
For 't will be thought, and with fomc colour too, 
I pay the bribe I firft receiv'd from you ; 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we (land. 
And play the game into each other's hand 5 
And as cheap pen'orths to ourfclves afford. 
As Beffus and the brothers of the fword. 
Such libels private men may well endure. 
When ftates and kings themfelves are not fecure: 
For ill men, confcious of their inward guilt. 
Think the bed a£lions on by-ends are built. 
And yet my filence had not 'fcapM their fpite | 
Then, envy had not fufferM me to write j 
For, fince I could not ignorance pretend. 
Such-merit I mud envy or commend. 
So many candidates there rtand for wit, 
A place at court is fcarce fo hard to get : 
.In vain they crowd each other at the door | 
For ev'n reverfions are all begg'd before : 
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Defert, how known foe'er, is Jong delayed j 

And then too fools and knaves are better payM. 

Yet, as fome a6lions bear fo great a name. 

That courts thcmfelves are juft, for fear of ihame 9 

So has the mighty merit of your play 

Extorted praife, and forc'd itfelf away, 

Tis here as 'tis at fea ; who fartheft goes. 

Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his foes. 

Yet when fome virtue much outgrows the reft. 

It (hoots too faft, and high, to be expreft ; 

As his heroic worth ftruck envy dumb. 

Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the boom. 

Such praife is yours, while you the paflions move. 

That 'tis no longer feign'd, 'tis real love. 

Where nature triumphs over wretched art j 

We only warm the head, but you the heart. 

Always you warm ; and if the rifing year. 

As in hot regions, brings the fun too near, 

'Tis but to make your fragrant fpices blow. 

Which in our cooler climates will not grow. 

They only think you animate your theme 

With too much fire, who are themfelves all phlegm. 

Prizes woiild be for lags of floweft pace. 

Were cripples made the judges of the race. 

Defpife thofe drones, who praife, while they accufe. 

The too much vigour of your youthful Mufe. 

That humble ftyle which they your virtue make. 

Is in your powei* ; you need but ftoop and take. 

Your beauteous images muft be allow'd 

By all, but fome vile poets of the crowd. 

5 .B«t 
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But how ihould any fign-poft dawber know 
The worth of Titian or of Angelo ? 
Hard features every bungler can command ; 
To draw true beauty, fliews a mafter^s hand, 

EPISTLE T^E FIFTH. 

To the Earl of Roscommon, on his excellent 
EfTay on Tranflated Verfe. 

"T T THether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian (hore, 
' ^ The feeds of arts and infant fcience bore, 
'Tis fure the noble plant, tranflated firft. 
Advanced its head in Grecian gardens nurft. 
The Grecians added verfe : their tuneful tongue • 
Made nature firft, and nature^s God, their fong. 
Nor ftopt tranflation here : for conquering Rome, 
With Grecian fpoils, brought Grecian numbers home ; 
EnrichM by thofe Athenian Mufes more. 
Than all the vanquiihM world could yield before. 
Till barbarous nations, and more barbarous times, 
DebasM the majefty of verfe to rfiymes s 
Thofe rude at firft : a kind of hobbling proie. 
That limp'd along, and tinkled in the clofe. 
But Italy, reviving from the trance 
Of Vandal, Goth, and Monkifh ignorance^ 
With paufes, cadence, and well-vowel'd words. 
And all the graces a good ear affords^ 
Made rhyme an art, and Dante's polifti'd page 
Reftor'd a filver, not a golden age. 
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Then Petrarch followed, and in him we fee. 

What rhyme improved in all its height can be : 

At beft a pleating found, and fair barbarity. 

The French purfued their fteps ; and Britain, laft. 

In manly fweetnefs all the red furpafs^'d. 

The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 

Appear exalted in the BritiOi loom : 

The Mufcs* empire is reftorM again. 

In Charles's reign, and by Rofcommon^s pen. 

Yet modeftly he does his work furvey. 

And calJs a finifliM Poem an Eflay ; 

For all the needful rules are fcatterM here ; 

Truth fmoothly told, and pleafantly fcverc i 

So well is art difguis'd, for nature to appear. 

Nor need thofe rules to give tranflation light : 

His own example is a flame fo bright; 

That he who but arrives to copy well, 

Unguided will advance, unknowing will excel. 

Scarce his own Horace could fuch rules ordain. 

Or his own Virgil fing a nobler ftrain. 

How much in him may rifmg Ireland boaft. 

How much in gaining him has Britain loft 1 

Their ifland in revenge has ours reclaimed j 

The more inftru£led we, the more we ftill are (ham^d. 

*Tis well for us his generous blood did flow 

DerivM from Britifh channels long ago, 

That here his conquering anceftors were nurft j 

And Ireland but tranflated England flrft : 

By this reprifal we regain our right, 

>:)fe muft the two contending nations flght j 
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A nobler quarrel for his native earthy 

Than what divideil Greece for Homer's birth. 

To what perfeftion will our tongue arrive, 

How will invention and tranilation thrive, ' 

When authors nobly born will bear their part. 

And not difdain th' inglorious praife of art ! 

Great generals thus, defcending from command. 

With their own toil provoke the foldiers' hand. 

How will fweet Ovid's ghoft be pleas'd to hear 

His fame augmented by an Englifh peer; 

How he embelliflies his Helen's loves. 

Outdoes liis foftnefs, and his fenfe improves ! 

When thefe tranflate, and teach tranHators too^ 

Nor firftling kid, nor any vulgar vow, 

2$Kould at Apollo's grateful altar ftand s \ 

Rofcommon writes ; to that aufpicious hand, > 

i/lufcy feed the bull that fpurns the yellow fand. j 

Kofcommon, whom both court and camps commend. 

True to his prince, and faithful to his friend j 

Kofcommon firft in fields of honour known, 

Firft in the peaceful triumphs of the gown 5 

Who both Minervas juftly makes his own. 

Now let the few belov'd by Jove, and they • 

Whom infus'd Titan form'd of better clay. 

On equal terms with ancient wit engage. 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor facred Virgil's pa|;e j 

Our Englifh palace opens wide in ftate ; 

And without ftoc^ing they may pafs the gate. 

Vol. it. K ^B^iy^-. 
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EPISTLE THE SIXTH. 

To theDatchefs of York, on her Retonifrott 
Scotland in the Year i68t. 

T TT HEN fa6lious rage to cruel exile drove 

^ ^ The queen of beauty, and the court of lovc^ 
The Mufes droopM, with their forfaken arts. 
And the fad Cupids broke their ufelefs darts : 
Our fruitful plains to wilds and defarts turned. 
Like Eden's face, when banifh'd nuui k mourned* 
Love was no more, when loyalty was g^ne. 
The great fupporter of his awful throne. 
Love could no longer after beauty ftay. 
But wander'd northward to the verge of day. 
As if the fun and he had loft their way. 
But now th* illuftrious nymph, returnM agrain. 
Brings every grace triumphant in her train. 
The wondering Nereids, though they raised no 
ForeflowM her paflage, to behold her form : 
Spme cry'd, a Venus ; fome, a Thetis paft ^ 
But this was not fo fair, nor that fo chafte. 
Far from her fight flew Fa6^ion, Strife, tnd Prides 
And Envy did but look on her, and dyVi, 
Whatever we fulFerM frdm our fullen fate. 
Her fight is purchased at an eafy rate. 
Three gloomy years againft this day were fet { 
But this one mighty fum has cleared the debt : 
Like Jofeph's dream, but with a better doom. 
The famine paft, the pitnlY ^VL tQ cQme« 
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For her the weeping heaven* become ferenc } 
Por her the ground is clad in cheerful grpcn ; 
i^or her the nightingales are taught to fmgy 
^nd Nature has for her delayM the ipring. 
The Mufe refumes her long-forgotten lays, 
fVnd Love reftorM his ancient realm Airveys, 
Recals our beauties, and revives our plays j 
His wafte dominions peoples once again, 
^nd from her prefence dates his fecund reign* 
But awful charms on her fair foiiehead 0t, 
Difpenfmg what ihe never wiU admit : 
Pleafing, yet cold, lik,e CyMbi?> fijver be^my 
The people's wondier, and the poet's theioe. 
Diftemper'd Zeal, Sedition, cunlcer'd Haiie, 
No more (hall vex (^ churchy and jteiu*iibe ilajbe 4 
No more (hall Fa6lion civil difcof^s move^ * 
Or only difcords of too tender iove : 
Difcord, like that of mule's various p^t$ i 
pifcord, that makes the harmony of hearts : 
pifcord, that only this difput^ ihaiJ biing, 
|Vbo bed fliall love tbie duke, suid ferve tbe kkig, 

EPISTLE TH« SEVENTH. 

A Letter to Sir G^oitG^ EriifREg^. 

TO you who live in chill degree. 
As map informs, of fifty^three, / 

And do not much for cold atone. 
By bringing thither filty-^one. 
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Methinks all climes fhould be alike. 
From tropic ev'n to pole artique 5 
Since you have fuch a conftitution 
As no where fufFers diminution. 
Vou can be old in grave debate, 
•And young in love-affairs of ftate ; 
^nd both to wives and hu(bands (how 
The vigour of a plenipo. 
Like mighty midioner you come 
« Ad Partes Infidelium." 
A work of wondrous merit fure, 
So far to go, fo much t* endure ; 
And all to preach to German dame. 
Where found of Cupid never came. 
Lefs had you done, had you been fent 
As far as Drake or Pinto went, 
For cloves or nutmegs to the line-a, 
Or ev'n for oranges to China. 
That had indeed been charity ; 
Where love-fick ladies helplefs lie, 
Chapt, and for want of liquor dry. 
But you have made your zeal appear 
Within the circle of the Bear. 
What region of the earth 's fo dull. 
That is not of your labours full ? 
Triptolemus (fo fung the Nine) 
Strew'd plenty frpm his cart divine. 
But, fpite of all thefe fable-makers. 
He never fow'd on Almain acres : 
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No, that was left by fate's decree, 

To be performed and fung by thee. 

Thou break'ft through forms with as much cafe 

As the French king through articles. 

Inj^rand affairs thy days are fpent. 

In waging weighty compliment. 

With fuch as monarchs reprefent. 

They, whom fuch vaft fatigues attend, 

W^nt fome foft minutes to unbend, 

Ta ihew the world that now and then 

Great minifters are mortal men. 

Then Rhenifli rummers walk the round } 

In bumpers every king is crown'd j 

Beiides three holy mitred Heftors, 

And the whole college of £le£lor$. 

No health of potentate is funk, 

That pays to make his envoy drunk. 

Thefe Dutch delights, I mentioned laft, 

Suit not, I know, your £ngli(h tafte t 

For wine to leate a whore or play 

Was ne'er your excellency's way, 

N«r need this title give offence. 

For here you were your excellence. 

For gaming, vvriting, fpeaking, keeping. 

His excellence for all but deeping. v 

Now if you tope in form, and tieat, 

•Tis the four fauce to the fweet meat. 

The fine you pay for being gireat. 

Nay, here 's a harder impodtion. 

Which is indeed the court's petition, 

K 3 ^lWl^ 
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That, fctting worldly pomp afi(fe. 

Which poet has at font deny'd. 

You would be pleasM in humble way 

To write a trifle call'd a Phy. 

Tkis truly is a degradation. 

But would oblige the crown and nation 

Next to your wife negotiation. 

If you pretend, as. well you may, 

Your high degree, your friends will fay. 

The duke St. Aignon- made a play. 

If Gallic wit convince you fcarce, 

His grace of Bucks has made a farce. 

And you, whofe comic wit is terfe all. 

Can hardly fall below Rehearfal. 

Then finifh what you have began 5 

But fcribble fafter if you can : 

For yet no George, to our difcerning, 

Has writ without a ten years warning. 

EPISTLE THE EIGHTH. 

To Mr. South ERNE, on his Cofmedy call' 

The Wives Excuse. 

« 

Q URE there 's a fate in plays, and 'tis in vain 
^^ To write, while thefe malignant planets reign. 
Soine very foolifh influence rules the pit, 
Not always kind to fenfe, or juft to wit : 
And whilft it lafts, let bufl^oonry fucceed. 
To make us laugh i for never was more need. 

Far 



1 



E.P I S T L E S. 135 

Farce, in itielf, is of a nafty fccnt ; 
But the gain fmeHs not of the excmnent. 
Tbe Spaniih nymph, a wit and beauty too, 
With all her charms, bore but a fingle ihowt 
But let a monfter Mufcovite appear, 
^ He draws a crowded audience round the year. 
' May be thou hail not pleased the box and pit $ 
Vbt thofe who blame thy tale applaud thy wit s 
Sp Terence plotted, but fo Terence writ, 
like his thy thoughts are true, thy language clean } 
Ev^n lewdnefs is made moral in thy fcene. 
The hearers may for want of Nokcs repine j 
But reft fecure, the readers will be thine. 
Nor was thy labourM drama damn*d or hifsM^ 
But with a kind civility difmifsM ; 
With fuch good manners, as the Wife did uCe^ 
Who, not accepting, did but juft refufe. 
There was a glance at parting ; fuch a look. 
As bids thee not give o>r, for one rebuke. 
But if thou wouldil be feen, as well as ready 
Copy one living author, and one dead : 
The ftandard of thy ftyle let Etheiege be $ 
For wit, th* immortal fpring of Wycherley t 
Learn, after both^ to draw fome juft defign. 
And the next age will learn to copy thine. 
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EPISTLE THB NiriTTH. 

To Henry Higden, Efq; on Kis Tranflation 

tlie Tenth Satire of Juvenal. 

'Tp HE Grecian wits, who Satire firft began^ 

Were pleafant Pafquins on the life of man ; 
At mighty villains, who the (late oppreft. 
They durft not rail, perhaps ; they lafhM, at leaft^ 
And turn'd them out of office with a jcft. 
No fool could peep abroad, but ready Ihrnd 
The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand. 
Wife legiflators never yet could draw 
A fop within the reach of common law ; 
For pofture, drefs, grimace, and affedlation. 
Though foes to fenie, are harmlefs to the nation. 
Our laft redrefs is dint of verfe to try, 
And Satire is our Court of Chancery. 
Tiiis way took Horace to reform an age. 
Not bad enough to need an author's rage. 
But yours, who liv'd in more degenerate tinies> 
Was forcM to fallen deep, and wony crimes. 
Yet you, my friend, have temperM him fo well. 
You make him fmile in fpite of all his zeal : 
An art peculiar to yourfelf alone. 
To join the virtues of two (lyles in one. 

Oh ! were your author's principle receivM, 
Half of the labouring world would be reliev'd : 
For not to wilh is not to be deccivM. 

Reve; 
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Revenge would into charity be changM, 
Becaufe it cofts too dear to be revengM : 
It cofts our quiet and content of mind. 
And when *tis compafs'd leaves a fting behind. 
Suppofe I had the better end o' th' ftafF, 
Why fhould I help th' ill-natur'd world to laugh ? 
w 'Tis all alike to them, who get the day \ 
^hey love the fpite and mifchief of the fray. 
No 5 I have cur'd myfelf of that difeafe 5 
Nor will I be pi-ovok'd, but when I pleafe s 
Btit let me half that cure to you reftore ; 
You give the falve, I laid it to the fore. 

■ Our kind relief againft a rainy day, 
Beyond a tavern, or a tedious play, 
We take your book, and laugh our f^leen away. 
If all your tribe, too ftudious of debate. 
Would ceafe falfe hopes and titles to create^ 
Led by the rare example you begun, 
Clients would fail) and lawyers be undone. 

• EPISTLE TH E TENTH. 

To my dear Friend Mr Congreve, on his 
Comedy call'd. The Double Dealer. 

"XT r ELL tl\pn, the promised hour is come at laft. 

The prefent age of wit obfcures the paft : 
Strong were our fires, and as they fought they writ. 
Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit : 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood ; 
And thus, when Charles returned, our empire ftood. 
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Like Janus he the ftuhborn foil manur^d^ 

VJith rules of h«(bandry the rankneft ctir^d ; 

TamM us to manners, when the ftage was rode | 

And boifterous Englifh wit with art tndiied. 

Our age was cultivated thus at length | 

But what we gainM in ikill we loft in ftrength* 

Our builders were with want of genius curft | 

The fecond temple was not like the firft : 

Till you, the beft Vitruvius, come at length $ 

Our beauties equal » but excel our ftrength $ 

Firm Doric pillars found your folid bafe : 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher fpace t 

Thus all below is ftiength, and all above is grace. 

In eafy dialogue is Fletcher's praife j 

He mov'd the mind, but had not power to raife. 

Great Jonfon did by ftrength of judgment pleafe 5 

Yet, doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his cafe. 

In differing talents both adom'd their age 5 

One for the ftudy, t' other for the ftage. 

But both to Congreve juftly (hall fubmit. 

One match'd in judgment, both o^ermatch'd in wit. 

In him all beauties of this age we fee, % 

Etherege's courtfhip, Southern's purity, ( 

The fatire, wit, and ftrength, of manly Wycherlcy. j 

All this in blooming youth you have atchiev'd: 

Nor are your foil'd contemporaries giiev'd. 

So much the.fweetnefs of your manners move, 

Wc cannot envy you, btcaufe we love. 

Fabius might joy in Sclpio, when he faw 

A beardlefs conl'ul made againft the law^ 

AsA 
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And join his fuffemgc to tbc rotes of Rome j 
Though he with Hanniba) was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bowM ta Rapha^Ps fame. 
And fcholar to the yotitli he taught became. 

O that yfKtr brows my laarel bad fuftain^d ! 
Well had I been deposed, if yon had rdga'd t 
The father had defcended for the fon } 
For only ybu are lineal to the throne. 
Thus, when the ftate one Edward did depofe, 
A greater Edward in his room arofe. 
But now, ttot I, but poetry is cursM j 
For Tom the fecond reigns like Tom the fii'ft. 
But let them not miftake my patron's part, 
Nor call his chanty their own defert. 
Yet this I prophefy ; thou fhalt be feen, 
(Though with k rr.e (hort paj^enthefis between) 
High on the throne of wit, and, fcated there. 
Not mine, that 's little, but thy laurel wear. 
Thy firft attempt an early promife made; . ^ 

That early promife this has more than paid. 
So bold, yet fo judicioufly you dare, 
That your leaft praife is to be regular. 
Time, place, and a6t;on, may with pains be wrought j 
But genius muft be born, and never can be taught. 
This is youf. portion j this your native ftore j 
Heaven, that biit once was prodigal before. 
To Shakefpeare gave as much ; Ihe could not give I 
him more. 

Maintain your poft : That 's all the fameyou need 5 
For 'tis impoiTible you ihould proceed. 
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Already I am worn with cares and age. 
And juft abandonitig th* ungrateful ftage : 
Unprofitably kept at heaven's expence, 
I live a rcnt-charge on his providence : 
But you, whom every Mufe and Grace adom^ 
Whom I forefee to better fortune bom. 
Be kind to my remains ; and O defend. 
Again ft your judgment, your departed ^iend- ! 
Let not th' infulting foe my fame purfue. 
But (hade thofe laurels which defcend to you : 
And take for tribute what thefe lines exprefs * 
You merit more 5 nor could my love do Icfs. 

EPISTLE THE ELEVENTH- 

To Mr. Granville, on his excellent Tragedy 
called. Heroic Love. 

A Ufpicious poet, were thou not my friend, 
'**' How could I envy, what I muft commend f 
But fince *tis nature's law in love and wit. 
That youth fliould reign, and withering age fubroit. 
With lefs regret thofe laurels I refign, 
Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 
With better grace an ancient chief may yield 
The long-contended honours of the field. 
Than venture all his fortune at a caft. 
And fight, like Hannibal, to lofe at laft. 
Young princes, obftinate to win tlie prize. 
Though yearly be^aten, yeaj ly yet they rife : 

Old 
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Old monarchs, though fuccefsfal, ftill in doubly 

Catch at a peace, and wifely turn devout. 

Thine be the laurel then ; thy blooming age 

Can bed, if any can, fupport the ftage ; 

Which fo declines, that (hortly we may fee 

Players and plays reduced to fecond infancy. 

Sharp to the world, but thougfatlefs of renown. 

They plot not on the ftage, but on the town. 

And, in cjcfpair their empty pit to fill. 

Set up feme foreign monfter in a bill. 

Thus they, jog on, ftill tricking, never thriving. 

And murdering plays, which they mifcall reviving. 

Our fenfe is nonfenfe, through their pipes conveyed ^ 

Scarce can a poet know the play he made ; 

*Tis fo difguisM in death ; nor thinks *tis he 

That fuffers in the mangled tragedy. 

Thus Itys firft was killM, and after drefs*d 

For his own fire, the chief invited gueft. 

I fay not this of thy fuccefsful fcenes. 

Where thine was all the glory, theirs the gains. 

With length of time, much judgment, and more toil. 

Not ill tbey afVed, what they cbuld not fpoil. 

Their fetting-fun ftill (hoots a glimmering ray. 

Like ancient Rome, majeftic in decay : 

And better gleanings their worn foil can boaft. 

Than the crab-vintage of the neighbouring coaft. 

This difference yet the judging world will fee-j 

Thou copied Homer, and they copy thee. 
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EPISTLE THE TWELFTH. ' 

To my Friend Mr. Motteux, on his Tr^geJf 
called, Beavty in Distress. 

J'TT* I S hard, my friend, to write in fuch an tge, 

•*' As damns, not only poets, but th? ftage. 
That facred art, by heaven itfelf infus'd, ' * 
Which Mofes, David, Solomon, have us'd. 
Is now to be no more : ^e Mufes* foes 
Would fink their Maker's praifes into profe. 
Were they content to prune the laviih vine 
Of ftraggling branches, and improve the wine. 
Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend } 
All would fubmit; for all but fools will mend. 
But when to common fenfe they give the lye. 
And turn diftorted words to blafphemy. 
They give the fcandal ; and the wife difcem. 
Their glofles teach an age, too apt to learn. 
What I have loofely or prophanely writ, 
I^et them to fires, their due defert, commit : 
Nor, when accusM by me, let them complain : 
Their faults, and not their fun6lioD, I arraign. 
Rebellion, worfe than witchcraft, they purfued j 
The pulpit preachM the crime, the people rued. 
The ftage was filencM ; for the faints would fee 
In fields perform'd their plotted tragedy. 
But let us firft reform, and then fo live. 
That we may teach our teachers to forgive : 

5 Our 
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Our deik be placM below their lofty chairs ; 
Ours be the praflice, as the precept theirs. 
' The moral part, at leaft, we may divide. 
Humility reward, and puniih priJe ; 
AmbitioQ, intereft, avaiice, accufe : 
Thefe are the prorince of a Tragic Mufe. 
Thefe haft diou chofen ; and the public voice 
Has equalM thy performance with thy choice. 
Time, a6lion, place, are fo prefervM by thcc 
That ev'n Corneillc might with envy fee 
Th' alliance of his Tripled Unity. 
Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are fownj 
But too much plenty is thy fault alone. 
At leaft but two can that good crime commit. 
Thou in deiign, and Wycherley in wit. 
Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare ; 
Contented to be thinly regular : 
Bom there, but not for them, our fruitful (o'A 
With more increafe rewards thy happy toil. 
Their tongue, enfeebled, is reiin*d too much $ 
And, like pure gold, it bends at every touch : 
Our fturdy Teuton yet will art obey. 
More fit for manly thou^t, and ifarengtben'd with allay. 
But whence art thou infpir'd, and thou aiose. 
To flourifli m an idiom not thy own ? 
It moves omr wonder, that a foreign gueft 
Should over-match the moft, and match the beft. 
In under- pralHng thy deferts, I wrong ; 
Here ftnd the "firft deficicnce of our tongue : 

Woixk, 
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Words, once niy ftock, are wanting, to commend 
So great a poet, and fo good a friend. 

EPISTLE THE THIRTEENTH. 

To my honoured Kinfman/ JoHif Dry den, ef 
Cheflerton, in the County of Huntingdon, Efq. 

arj OW blefsM is he, who leads a country life, 
•*■ •*• UnvexM with anxious cares, and void of ftrife ! 
Who, ftudying peace, and ihunning civil rage. 
Enjoyed his youth, and now enjoys his age : 
All who deferve his love, he makes his own ; 
And, to be lov'd himfelf, needs only to be known* 

Juft, good, and wife, contending neighbours come. 
From your award to wait their final doom ; 
And, foes before, return in friendihip home. 
Without their coft, you terminate the caufe ; 
And fave th' expence of long litigious laws ; 
Where fuits are travers'd ; and fo little won. 
That he who conquers, is but laft undone : 
Such are not your decrees ; but fo deiign^d. 
The fan6lion leaves a lafting peace behind ; 
Like your own foul, ferene i a pattern of your mind. 

Promoting concord, and compoAng ftrife j 
Lord of yourfelf, uncumber'd with a wife j 
Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night. 
Long penitence fucceeds a (hort delight : 
Minds are fo hardly matchM, that ev*n the firft, 
Though pair'd by Heaven, in Paradifc were curs'd. 

For 
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For irianr and woman, though in one they grow, 

Yet, firft OE laft, return again to two. 

He to God^s image, fhe to his was made ; 

So, farther from the fount the ftream at random firay'd. 

How dcrald he ftand, when^ put to double pain, 
Re muft 9 weaker than hrnfifelf Aiftafin ! 
£ach might have ftood perhaps ; but ea[ch alone ^ 
Two wriftiers help to ptdl each other down. 

Not that my verfe wotdd bleraifh all the fair j 
But yet, if fome be bad, 'tis wifdom ta beware 5 
And better ihuh the baif, thati tfiuggle in the fitare. 
Thus have you ftiunn'd, and ftmn the marry'd ftate, 
Trufting as Irttfe av yo\i can to fate. 

No porter guards the paflage of your door, 
T* admit the wealthy, and exclude the poor } 
For God, wha gave the riches, gave the hearty 
To fanf^ify the whole, by giving part ; 
Heaven j who forefaw the- will, the means has Wroughtf 
And to the fecond fon a bfcffing brought 5 
The fijrft-begotten had his father's (hare : 
But you, like Jafcob, are Rebecca's heir. 

So may your ftores and fruitful fields rhtrearf<i | 
Ani ever be yoil bkfe'd, who live to bkfs. 
A$ Ceres fow'dy whefc-e'er hfer chariot flew y 
As heaven ia deftrts rdn'd the bread ef d^wi 
So free to many, to relations moft> 
Von feed with manna your own Ifrael hoft. 

With crowds attended of your ancient race, 
You feek the champion fports, or fylvan chace : 
Vol. II. L With 
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With well-breathM beagles you furround the woody 
Ev'n then, indufb-ious of the common good s 
And often have you brought the wily fox 
To fufFer for the firttlings of the flocks ; 
ChasM ev'n amid the folds ; and made to bleed, 
Like felons, where they did the murderous deed. 
This fiery game yopr aftive youth maintainM ; 
Not yet by years extinguifhM, though reftrainM s 
Yoii ieafon dill with fports your ferious hours : 
For age but taftes of pleafures, youth devours. 
The hare in paftures or in plains is found. 
Emblem of human life, who runs the round j 
And, after all his wandering ways are done, ^ 

His circle fills, and ends where he begun, I 

Juft as the fetting meets the rifing fun. J 

Thus princes eafe their cares ; but happier he. 
Who feeks not pleafure through neceflity. 
Than fuch as once on flippery thrones were placed j 
And, chafing, figh to think themfclvcs are chas*d. 

So liv'd our fires, ere doctors leamM to kill. 
And multiply'd with theirs the weekly bill. 
The firft phyficians by debauch were made s 
Excefs began, and fioth fuftains the trade i 
Pity the generous kind their cares beftow 
To fearch forbidden truths j (a fin to kiiow :) 
To which if human fcience could attain. 
The doom of death, pronounc'd by God, were vain* 
In vain the leech would interpofe delay; 
Fate fafttns firft, and vindicatejs the prey. 

5 What 
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What help from art's endeavours can we have ? 

Sibbons but g^efles, nor is fure to fave : . 

But Maurus fweeps whole pariflies, and peoples every | 

grave ; 

\nd no more mercy to mankind will ufe. 
Than when he robb'd and murder'd Maro's Mufe. 
Wouldft thou be foon- difpatchM, and perifh whole, 
rruft Maurus with thy life, and Milhoum with thy 

foul. 
By chace our long-liv'd fathers earnM their food } 
Foil ftrung the nerves, and purify'd the blood ; 
But we their fons, a paroperM race of men, 
A.re dwindled down to threefcore years and ten. 
Better to hunt -in fields, for health unbou^ht, 
Than fee the do6lor for a naufeous draught. 
The wife, for cure, on exercife depend ; 
God never made his work, for man to mend. 

The tree of knowledge, once in Eden plac'd, * 

Was eafy found, but was forbid the tafte : 
O, had our grandfire walkM without his wife. 
He firft had fought the better plant of life ! 
Now both are loft : yet, wandering in the dark, 
Phyficians, for the tree, have found the bark t 
They, labouring for relief of human kind. 
With iharpen'd fight fome remedies may find ; 
Th' apothecary-train is wholly blind. 
From files a random recipe they take. 
And many deaths of one prcfcription make. 
Garth, generous as his Mufe, prefcribes and gives ; 
The ihopman fells ; and by deftrud^ion lives : 
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Ungrateful tribe ! ^ho, lUc« the viper's brood, 
I^rom medicine ifltiingf, fuck their mother^s biood^S 
Let chefc obey ; and let the learn'd' pi^fcHbe 5 
That men may die, without a double bribe : 
Let them, but under their Aiperiors, kill j- 
When dolors firffi Itove iigtvM the h\e&dy bitt s 
He fcapes the beft', -^^ho, nature to itpenr, 
Z^ws phyfic from- the lleld«^ in- ditiii^tt. of ^tsitmU 

You hoard not health, for your own pri^alo ufe ) 
But on the public fpend ^ rich pfodtice^ 
When, often urg'd, tin willing to-be greats 
Your country ealh yoH from yow lov*d i^tnuit. 
And fendd to femites, cbarg^d witit conmiMi caw> 
Which none more ihuns ; and none can bet t er bdvt 
Where could they find another lbnii*d fo fk. 
To poife, with folid fcnfc, a fprigktly wit ? 
Were thefc both wanting, as they both aboaAd, 
Where could fo finn integrity be found ? 
Well born, and wealthy, wanting no Aipport, 
You fteer betwixt the country and the court t 
Nor gratify whatever the great defire. 
Nor grwdging give, what public needs require. 
Part muft be left, a fund when foes invade j- 
And part employ'd to rbll the wateiy twde t 
Ev'n Canaan's happy land, whert worn Mth t^ 
RequirM a fabbath-year to mend the me%re I!m1« 

Good fenators (and fuch as you) fo^ give. 
That kings- may be fupply'd, the people thrive, 
And he, when want requires, is truly wife. 
Who (lights not foreign aids, nor over-buys ; 
But on our native (Irength^ in time of need, relies 

Munfb 
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Munfter was boyght« we boaft not the fuccefs ; 
Who fights for g^n» for greats aiake$ hi? pea.c«. 

Our foes, comptllM by nec^, have peace embracM % 
The peace both partiejs waaty is likf to Igii): : 
Which if fecure, fecunely we may trade | 
Or, not fecure, ihould never have been made. 
Safe in ourfelves, while on ourfelvps we fti^nd. 
The fea is ours, and tliat defends the land. 
Be, then, the naval ftores the nation's xare. 
New ihips to build, and batterM to repair. 

Obferve the war, in every annual courfe ; 
What has been done, was done with Britifh force s 
Namur fubdued, is England's palm alone j 
The reft befiegM ; but we conftiain'd the town : 
We faw th^ event that foUowM our fuccefs 5 
France, though pretending arms, purfued the peace j 
Oblig'd, by one fole ti-eaty, to reftore 
What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough for Europe has our Albion fought : 
I^et us enjoy Ihe peace our blood has bought. 
When once the Perfian king was put tot^flight. 
The weaiy Macedons refus'd ;:o fight : 
Themfelves their own mortality confefs'd ; 
And left th^ fon of Jove, to quarrel for the reft. 

Ey'n vigors are by viftories undone 5 
Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won, 
To Carthage was recalled, too late to keep his own. 
Wnhilc fore of battle, while our wounds are green. 
Why fhould vw tempt the doubtful dye again ? 
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In wars renew'd, uncertain of fuccefs ; 
Sure <5f a (hare, as umpires of the peace. 

■ A patriot both the king and countxy fenret : 
Prerofirative, and privilege, preferves : 
Of erch our laws the certain limit fhow j 
Ovs. m'li^ not ebb, nor t' other overflow : 
Betwi>c: the prince and parliament we ftand ; 
The barriers . f the date on either hand ; 
May neither o\ eiflow, for then they drown the land. 
When hdth rre full, they feed our bicfs'd abode ; 
Like thofc that waterM once the paradife of God. 

Some overpoife of fway, by turns, they (hare j 
In pence the people, and the prince in war : 
Confuis of moderate power in calms were made 5 
When the Gauls came, one fole di6lator fway'd. 

Patriots, in peace, aflert the people's right 5 
With noble ftubbornnefs refifting might : 
No lawlefs mandates from the court receive. 
Nor lend by force, but in a body give. 
Such was your generous grandfire ; free to grant 
In parliaments, that weigh \l their prince's want : 
But fo tenacious of the common caufe, 
As noi to I'^nd the king againft his laws. 
And in a hathfomc dungeon doomed to lie. 
In bonds retained his birthright liberty. 
And (liamM opprefllon, till it fet him free. 

O true dcfcendant of a patriot line, 
Who, while thou fliar'ft their luftre, lend'ft them thine 
Vouchfcfe this piiSlure of thy foul to fee j 
*Tis fo far good, as it refembles thee . 

T 
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The beauties to th' original I owe ; 
Which when I mifs, my own defeftt I fliow s 
Nor think the kindred Mufet thy difgrace : 
A poet is not born in every race. 
Two of a houfe few ages can afford ; 
One to perform, another to record. 
Praife-worthy actions are by thee emhne'd ; 
And 'tis my praife, to make thy praiies Uft« 
For ev'n when death diflblvet our human {nmCf 
The foul returns to heaven from whence it came $ 
Earth keeps the body, verfe preienres the fzme, 

EPISTLE THE FOURTEEKTH, 
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To Sir Godfrey Kxellek, principal Paifittr 
to his Majefty* 

/^NCE I bebdd the f^nA of her kind, 
^^ And ftill the fweet idea cbarmt my mmd i 
True, (he wai dumb j for oaturf g^z'd fi> U/»ff, 
PleasM with her work, that Ibe fc^goe W fe«j^^ 
But, fmiling, iaid. She £ill Ibal] g$m ikt fftpi ^ 
I only have tmufeir'd h to her eye». 
Such are thy piauret, KiKrIkr 5 fych *hj ^% 
That nature feemt chtHifat *o fly w^A j 
Comes out, and meett tinr prr,t;; ;» *^a 4-7 1^-:^ ^ 
Lives there, and franti t^t wv/4t tv i';/ni W rJuvn^i^, 
At leaft thy pi^uref WJr. % K'Jy^, j *^.^ ■•^t; J 

Imagine founds, dec»vM iv t)»t ^'^f;*^* > 

We think *ut(4MDrwl»at«M«tiJM/v&1<v^ \ 

L 4 -»$wi//**% 
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Shadows are but privatioos gf the light j 
Yet, when wc waljc, they ftioot befpj-e the fight | 
With us approach^ retire, ^ifs, and f^ | 
Nothing themfelves, and yet expreflb^ alK 
Such are thy pieces, ijpitating life 
So near, they almoft conquer in the ftrife i 
And from their ajiimated capvafs caipe, 
Demanding fouls, and loofen'd from the frame* 

Prometheus, were he here, would caft away 
His Adam, and refufe a foul to clay ; 
And either would thy noble work infpire. 
Or think it warm enough without his fii*e. 

But vulgar hands may vulgar likenefs i-aife ; 
This is the leaft axtendant on thy prajfe : 
From hence the rudiments of art began ; 
A coal, or chalk, firft imitated man : 
Perhaps the fliadow, taken on a wall, 
Gave outlines to the rude original ; 
Ere canyais yet was ftrain'd, before the grace J 

Of blended colours found their ufe and place, f 

Or cyprcfs tablets firft received a face. f 

By flow degrees the godlike art advanced 5 
As man ^rew polifli'd, pifture was inhanc'd : 
Greece added pofturc, fljade, and perfpeftive j 
And then the mimic piece began to live. 
Yet perfpc6live was lame, no diftance true. 
But all came forward in one common view : 
No point of light was known, no bounds of art j 
When light was there, it knew not to depart, 

-But 
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But glaring on remoter objeSs playM j 
Not ianguifhMy and infeniibly decayed. 

Rome raisM not art, but barely kept alive^ 
And with old Greece unequally did ilrive : 
Till Goths and Vandals^ jl rude northern race. 
Did all the matchleTs monuments deface. 
Then all the Mufes in one ruin lie. 
And rhyme bcgon t' enervate poetry. 
Thus, in a ftupid military Hate, 
The pen and pencil find ^n equal fate. 
Flat faces, fuch as would difgrace a ikreen^ 
Such as in Bantam^s embalTy were feen, 
UnraisM, unrounded, were the i-pde delight 
Of brutal nations, pnly bprn to fight. 

Long time the filler arts, in iron ileep, 
A heavy fabbath did fupinely keep : 
At length, in Raphael's age, at once they rife. 
Stretch all their limbs, and open all their eyes. 

Thence rofe the Roman, and the Lombard line : 
One colourM beft, and one did bed defign. 
Jlaphaers, like Homer's, v/as the nobler part, 
put Titian's painting look'd like Virgil's art. 

Thy genius gives thee both 5 where true defigo, 
Poftures unforc'd, and lively colours join. 
Likcneis is ever there ; but ftill the bcft. 
Like proper thoughts in lofty language dreft : 
Where light, to fhades defcending, plays, not ArivtSf 
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 
Of various parts a perfeft whole is wrought : 
Thy pi^ures think, and we divine their thought. 
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Shakefpeare, thy gift, I place before my fight: 
With awe, I aik his blefling ere I write 5 
With reverence look on his majeftic face ; 
Proud to be lefs, but of his godlike race. 
His foul infpires me, while thy praife I write^ 
And I, like Teucer, under Ajax fight s 
Bids thee, through me, be bold ; with daimtlefs breaft 
Contemn the bad, and emulate the beft. 
Like his, thy criticks in th' attempt are loft : 
When raoft they rail, know then, they envy moft. 
In vain they fnarl aloof ; a noify .croud. 
Like womens anger, impotent and loud. 
While they their barren induftry deplore, 
Pafs on fecure, and mind the goal before. 
Old as file is, my Mufe fiiall march behind. 
Bear off the blaft, and intercept the wind. 
Our arts are fifters, though not twins in birth i 
For hymns were fung in Eden's happy earth : 
But oh, the painter Mufe, though laft in place. 
Has feizM the blefling firft, like Jacob's race. 
Apelles' art an Alexander found ; 1 

And Raphael did with Leo's gold abound ; > 

But Homer was with barren laurel crownM. j 

Thou hadft thy Charles a while, and fo had Ij 
But pafs we that unpleafing image by. 
Rich in thyfelf, and of thyfelf divine ; 
All pilgrims come and offer at thy flirine. 
A graceful truth thy pencil can command ; 
The fair themfelves go mended from thy hand. 

Likcnefs 



I 



EPISTLES. 155 

Likenefs appears in every lineament; 

But likenefs in thy work is eloquent. 

rhough nature there her true refemblance bears* 

A. nobler beauty in thy piece appears. 

So warm thy work, fo glows the generous frame, 

Flefli looks lefs living in the lovely dame. 

Thou painf ft as we deicribe, improving ftill. 

When on wild nature we ingraft our fkill j 

But not creating beauties at our will. 

But poets are confinM in narrower fpace. 
To fpeak the language of their native place : 
The painter widely ftretches his command 5 
Thy pencil fpeaks the tongue of eveiy land. 
From hence, my friend, all climates are your own. 
Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 
A.II nations all immunities will give ^ 

To make you theirs, where'er you pleafe to live ; C 
A.nd not feven cities, but the world would ftrive. j 

Sure fome propitious planet then did fmile, 
When firft you were conducted to this ille ; 
Our genius brought you here, t'inlarge our fame; 
For your good ftars are every where the fame . 
Thy matchlefs hand, of every region free, 
A.dopts our climate, not our climate thee. 

Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee th' examples of their wondrous art. 
Thofe mafters then, hut feen, not underftood, 
With generous emulation firM thy blood i 
For what in nature's dawn the child admir'd, ' 

The youth endeavoured, and the man acc\i\u:'d% 
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If yet thou haft oot reach\i their high degree^ 
*Tis only wanting to this ige, not thee* 
Thy genlusy bounded by the times, liJce mine, 
Drudges on petty draughts^ nor dare design 
A more plaited vnork* a»d moi-e ddviae* 
For what a fong, or fenf^lefs opera. 
Is to the living labour of a play j 
Or what a play to Virgil's work would be. 
Such is a fmgle piece tp hiftory. 

But we, who life beftow, ourfelves muft Jive : 
Kings cannot reign, unlefs tlieir fubj^^s give ; 
And they, who pay the taxes, bear the rule : 
Thus thou, (bmetimes, art forc'd to draw a fool : 
But fo his follies in thy poftuie fink. 
The fenfelefs idcot feems at laft to think. 

Good heaven ! that fots and knaves fhould be fo vv 
To wifh their vile refemblance may rexnaia ! 
And ftjnd recorded, at their own rcqueft. 
To future days, a libel or a jeft ! 

£lfe /hould we fee your noble pencil trace 
Our unities of a6lion, time, and plapc : 
A whole composed of parts, and thoie the b^» 
With every various character cxpreft : 
Heroes at large, and at a nearer view ; 
Lefs, and at diftance, an ignobler crew. 
While all the figures in one aflion join. 
As tending to complete the main defign. 

More cannot be by mortal art expre'ft j 
But venerable age (hall add the reft. 

f 
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For Time fliaM with his reariy peticH ftand ;> 
Retouch your figures with his ripemng handf 
Mellow your colours^ and iaiArowi? the teirtt f 
Add every grace, whkh Time alone cadi grant; 
To future ages> fkiaW your feme (fonvey,^ 
And give move beiafati^s ^ai^ he take» sntFVf, 

EPISTLE THE FIFTEENTH. 

A familiar Epiftlfe to Mf. Jti l i a *r, Secr^ai*y rf 
the Mufes. 

'T* H O U contnwrt ftwws of this poetitf toivviiy 

-*- Whei«e all the exci%ihent» of wit ait thrdwn^ 
For fonnec, iatyp, teawrdiy, bla%hciii5F, 
Are emptied, and difburdfewM ail iff thatf ^ 
The choleric wight urftrolfiiig all in* ragfe 
Finds thee, and lays his load upofi tli^ pAgt : 
Thou Juliaiir, or th»ui wife Vefpafiaii' rather, 
Doft fVowr this do fig thy weM-pickt guiuead^gatfter. 
All mifchief 's thiffe,v fra»fcriWrig tUfew wil£ ffeopj 
From lofty Middiefejl t6 lowly SssMop. 
^hat timds are thefe^ whtff in tho h^no's roon^) 
idow-bending Gupid dotft' wifh^ b^llad^ doifie. 
Arid little: Aftcap o^Ebrrs to the buni ? 
Can two fineh pvgiflie« fueh a v^ght Aipporf, 
Two fuch Tom-Thumb& of fyttn vn a court ? 
Poor George grows old, his Mufe worn out of fatfliion', 
Koarfely he ftrag £pheli a^ s 1 amentation . ^ 

tefs art thou help'd by Drydcn's bed-rid age. 
That drone has loft his fting upon the ftage : 

5 "^^^-^^ 
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Refolve me, poor apoftate, this my doubt. 
What hope hatt thou to rub this winter out ? 
Know, and be thankful then, for Providence 
By me bath fent thee this intelligence. 

A knight there is, if thou canft gain bis grace. 
Known by the name of the Hard-favour'd Face» 
For prowefs of the pen renown'd is he. 
From Don Quixote defcended lineally ; 
And, though like him unfortunate he prove. 
Undaunted in attempts of wit and love. 
Of his unfinifh'd face, what fliall I fay ? 
But that 'twas made of Adam's own red clay. 
That much, much ochre was on it beftow'd, 
God's image 'tis not, but fome Indian god : 
Our Chriftian earth can no refemblance bring 
But ware of Portugal for fuch a thing ; 
Such carbuncles his fiery face confefs, 
As no Hungarian water can redrefs. 
A face which (hould he fee (but heaven was kind. 
And, to indulge his felf. Love made him blind.) 
He durft not ftir abroad for fear to meet 
Curfes of teeming women in the ftreet : 
The bed could happen from this hideous fight. 
Is that they fhould mifcarry with the fright- 
Heaven guard them from the likenefs of the knight 
Such is our charming Strephon's outward man. 
His inward parts let thofe difclofe who can s 
One while he honoureth Birtha with his flame. 
And now he chants no lefs Lovifa's name ; 
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For when his paflion hath been bubbling long. 

The fcura at laft boils up into a fong 5 

And Aire no mortal creature at one time, 

"Was e'er fo far overgone with love and rhyme* 

To his dear felf of poetry he talks. 

His hands and feet are fcanning as he walks ; 

His writhing looks his pangs of wit accufe. 

The airy fymptoms of a breeding Mufe, 

And all to gain the great Lovifa's grace, 

But never pen did pimp for fuch a face 5 

There's not a nymph in city, town, or court. 

But Strephon's billet-doux has been their fport. 

Still he loves on, yet ftill he 's fure to mifs. 

As they who wafh an jffithiop's face, or his. 

What fate unhappy Strephon does attend? 

Never to get a miftrefs, npr a friend. 

Strephon alike both wits and fools deteft, 

'Caufe he's like ^fop's batt, half bird, half bfeaftj 

For fools to poetry have no pretence, 

And*common wit fuppofes common, fenfe. 

Not quite fo low as fool, nor quite a-top. 

He hangs between them both, and is a fop. 

His morals like his wit are motley too. 

He keeps from arrant knave with much ado. 

But vanity and lying fo prevail. 

That one grain more of each would turn the fcale : 

He would be more a villain had he time. 

But he 's fo wholly taken up with rhyme. 

That he niiftakes his talent ; all his care 

Is to be thought a poet fine and fair. 

Small^ 
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Small -beer and gnie) ixe hiflf mea< abrHJ MAp- 
The diet he prefcribe* Mitafelf to thmfc 5 . 
Rhyme next hi? heart Re ftdccir at ^ moni ^cep^ 
Some love-e]^ftl^at the lk<Hir of te^j 
So betwixt elegy and oHc #e fefc 
Strephon is i» «• c6«Ffe of poetry : 
This is the mstn ofdanf d to do ^ee gMkF, 
The pelican to feed tfcefe.wifh hS^ bftborf; 
Thy wit, thy poet, flay thy friend", for htf 
Is fit to be a friend to none but fitee. 
Make Aire* of hkn amf of his Mufe bednie#» 
For all his ftttdy is hun^ round widk rhyMetii 
Laugh at him^ ^uftle him, yet (^11 Ii« writes^ 
In i-hyme he chalfcnges^ in rhyme Rfr %kCS }• 
ChargM with the laft, and baifeft idfsittiy^ 
His bufmefs is to think what rhymtitf to lyej^ 
Which found, in fiiry he retoi^^ ^ff^k* 
Strephon *s a very dragon at hM pen ; 
His brother murder'dy and his mother whorM, 
His miilrefs lofl:, and yet his pen 's his fwofd. 
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I. 

To the Memory of Mr. Oldham. 

r» ARE>^ELL, too little and too lately known, 
^ Whom Ib^^an to think, and call my own ; 
^or Aire our fouls" ^ere near allied, and thine 
^aft in the fame poetic mould with mine. 
)nc common note on either lyre did ftrike, 
\jkd knaves and fools we both adhorrM alike. 
To the fame goal did both our ftudies drive j ' 

The laft fet out, the fooneft did arrive. 
Thus Nifus fell upon the dippery place, 
^ilft his young friend perforraM, and won the race. 
) early ripe ! to thy abundant itore 
iVhat could advancing age have added more ? 
t might (what nature never gives the young) 
lave taught the fmoothnefs of thy native tongue. 
Jutfatire needs not thofe, and wit will fliine 
rhrough the harfli cadence of a'rugged line. 
A. noble error, and, but feldom made, 
When poets aie by too much force betray'd, ' 
Vol. II. M . ^Vj 
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Thy generous fruits, though gatherM ere their prime,' 

Still ihevv'd a quicknefs ; aad maturing tifne 

But mellows what we write, to the dull fweets of 

rhyme. 
Once more, hail, and farewel 5 farewel, thou youngy 
But ah too fhort, Marcellus of our tongue ! ■ 
Thy brows with ivy, and with laurels bound ; 
But fate and gloomy night encompafs thee around. 

To the pious Memory of the accomplUhod yoiin| 
Lady Mrs. Anne Killigrew, excellent in th« 
two Sifter- Arts of Poesy and Painting. 

AN ODE. 



'T* H p.U youngeft virgin-daughter of the fkks^ 
, -*- Made in the laft promotion of the ble^j 
Whofc palms, new-pluck'd from paradile. 
In fpreading branches more fublimely rife. 
Rich with immortal green above the reft : 
Whether, adopted to fome neighbouring ftar. 
Thou roirft above us, in thy wandering race» 

Or, in proceffion fix'd and regular, 

Mov'd with the heaven majeftic pace | 

Or,"caird to more fuperior blifs. 
Thou treadft, with feraphims, the vaft abyfs « 
Whatever happy region is thy place, 
Ccafe thy ccleftial fpng a little fpace j 

That 
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Xhou wilt have time enough for hymns divine^ 

Since heaven's eternal year is thine. 
Xear then a mortal Muft thy praife i-ehearfty 

In no ignoble verfe 5 

But fuch as thy own Toice did praftife hcrt. 

When thy firft fruits of Poefy were given s 

To make thyfelf a welcome inmate there i 

While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate oV heaven^ 

If by tradu£lion cawic thy mind> 

Our wonder is the lefs to find 
A foul fo charming from a ftock fo good $ 
Thy father was transfus'd into thy blood : 
So wert thou bom into a tuneful ftrain, ' 

An early, rich, and inexhaufted vein. 

But if thy pre-exifting foul 

Was formM, at firft, with myriads morei^ 
It did through all the mighty poets roll. 

Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, 
And was that Sappho laft, which once it was bfefor^» 

If fo, then ceafe thy il'tght, O heaven-born mind 1 
,Thou haft no drofs to purge from thy rich ore : 
I Nor can thy foul a fairer manfion find. 

Than was the beauteous frame (he left behind : " 
Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celeftial kind. 
III. 

May we prefurae to fay, that, at thy birth, 
New joy was fprung in heaven, as well as here oheartb/^.^ 
M % For 
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For Aire the milder planets did combine 
On thy aulpicious horofcope to (hine. 
And ev'n the moft malicious were in trine. 
Thy brother-angels at thy birth 

Strung each his lyre, and tun'd it high. 
That all the people of the iky 
Might know a poetefs was bom on earth. 

And then, if ever, mortal cars 
Had heard the mufic of the fpheres. 
And if no cluftering fwarm of bees 
On thy fweet mouth diftilVd their golden dew, 
* Twas that fuch vulgar miracles 
Heaven had not leifyrc to renew : 
For all thy bleft fraternity of love 
Solemniz*<t there thy birth, and kept thy holy-day abo 
IV. 
O gracious God ! how far have we 
Prophan'd thy heavenly gift of poefy ? 
Made proftitute and profligate the Mufe, 
Debased to each obfcene and impious ufe, 
Whofe harmony was firft ordain'd above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love ? 
O wretched we ! why were we hurry 'd down 

This lubrique and adulterate age, 
(Nay added fat pollutions of our own) 
T' increafe the dreaming orduies of the fiage? 
What can we fay I' excufe our fecond fall ? 
Let this thy vedal, heaven, atone for all : 
Her Arethufian Arcam. remains unibird, 

Unmi 



Unmiz''J vh^ fornpi -filth, and imffeElii^ 

Her wit wis moix ^ssm scax^ Ikt immctasx: & rhiif.. 

TVrt ibt tad non^ Ttd masted nniK ^ 

For nature did that -want iig:^)!?' : 

So lich in tmJ"ur» trficr own, 

She mi^'bt our bosfiird &v» dcfr^ 
Such noble Tigmo- did Isr -sdie adtsm. 
That it feem'd bonDw^d, when 'twas vaUy bonu 
Her morals too weir in ixa- bo&an Isidi^ 

By great crs2q>]eE dsDj fed. 
What in the befi of booLs, ]aar £tiiker's life, lie ssad* 
And to be read heritl fhc need not fear j 
Each left, and ererj iight, faer Mu& will bear. 
Though E|»^ictus with his lamp were there. 
Ev'n love (for love ihmc6me% her Mu& ezprefi) 
"Was but a lambent flame which piay'd about her breaft ^ 
I^igfat as the vapours of a nkomiDg dream. 
So cold heifelf, whilft /he fuch warmth ezjveft, 
'Twas Cupid bathicg in Diana^'s (beam. ♦ 

VI. 
Born to the fpacious empire of the Nine, 
One would have thought, (he ihould have been content 
To manage well that mighty gfovernment ; 
But what can young ambitious fouls confine ? 

To the next realm flie ftretch'd her fway. 
For Palnture near adjoining lay, 
A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 
A Chamber of Dependencies was framM. ' 

M 3 CA^i 
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^As conquerors will never want pretence. 

When arm'd, to fuftify th' offence) 
And the wliole fief, in right of Poetry, (he elaim^^* 
The country open h>y without defence : 
For Pcets frequent inroads there had made. 
And perfeQIy could reprefent 
The ihape, the face, with every lineament^ 
And all the large domains which the Dumb Sifter fwayM* 
All bow'd beneath her government, 
ReceivM in triumjih wherefoe'er (he went. 
Her pencil drew, whate'er her foul dcfign'd, 
And oft the happy draught furpafs'd the image m hcf 
mind. 
The fy Wan fcencs of herds and flocks,. 
And fruitful plains and barren rocks. 
Of fhallow brooks that flow\i fo clear^ 
The bottom did the top appear f 
Of deeper too and ampler floods, 
"Which, a» in mirrors, (hew'd the woods j 
Of lofty trees, with facred fliaHes, 
And perfpcSlives of picafant gladts, 
Where nymphs of brightell form appear,. 
And fliapgy Satyrs ftanding ntar, 
Which them at once admire and fear^ 
The ruins too of fome majeftic piece, 
Boafting the power of ancient Ro.T.e or Greece, 
Whofc ttatucs, freezes, columns, broken lie. 
And, thouijii dcfac'd, the wonder cf the eye 5 
What nature, art, bold fi6Hon, e'er duift frame. 
Her forming hand gave feature tc the nair.c. 

1 So 
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So ftrange a concourfe ne'er was fcen before. 
But when the peopled ark the whole creation bore. 
VII. 

The fccne then changM, with boiS cre6led look 
Our martial king the fight with reverence ftrook s 
For, not content t' exprefs his outward part, 
Her hand calPd out the image of his heart : 
His warlike mind, his foul devoid of fear. 
His high-defigning thoughts were figurM there, 
As when, by magic, ghofts are made appear. 

Our phoenix queen was pourtray'd too {b bright,. 
Beauty alone could beauty take fo right : 
Her drefs, her fliape, her matchlefs grace, 
"Were all obferv'd, as well as heavenly face. 
With fuch a peei'lefs majefty (he (lands, 
As in that day (he took the crown from facred hands t 
Before a train of heroines was feen. 
In beauty forcmoit, as in rank, the queen • 

Thus nothing to her genius was deny'd. 
But like a ball of (ire the further thrown. 
Still with a greater blaze (he fhone. 
And her bright foul broke out on every fide. 
"What next (he had defign*d, heaven only knows :. 
To fuch immoderate growth her conqueft rofe, 
Tliat Fate alone its progrefs could oppofe- 
VIII. 

Now all tho(c charms, that blooming grace,. 
The well-proportionM (hape,. and beauteous face,. 
Shall never more be feen by mortal eyes j 
In earth the much-lamented virgin lies.. 

M 4t "^^ 
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Not wit, nor piety, could fate prevent j 
Nor was the cruel deftiny content 
To Bniih all th^murder at a blow. 
To fweep at once her life and beauty too ; 
But, like a harden^ felon, took a pride 

To work more mifchievoufly flo\ir. 
And plundered firft, and then deftroy^d* 
O double facrilege on things divine. 
To rob the relick, and deface the (hrine ! 

/^ But thus Orinda dy'd : 
/Heaven, by the fame difeafc, did both tranflates 
I As equal were their fouls, fo equal was their fate. "^ 
IX. 
Meantime her warlike brother on the feas 
His waving ftreamers to the winds difplays. 
And vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays. 
Ah, generous youth, that wifh forbear. 
The vrinds too foon will waft thee here ! 
Slack all thy fails, and fear to come, 
Alas, thou know'ft not, thou art wreckM at home ! 
No more flialt thou behold thy fifter's face, 
'J l:ou haft already had her lift embrace. 
But look aloft, and if tliou ken'ft from far 
Among the Pleiads a new-kindled ftar. 
If any fparklcs than the reft more bright ; 
" Tis (he that fliines in that propitious light. 

X. 
When in mid-air the golden trump (hall found. 
To raifc the nations under ground \ 

I Wbc 
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When in the vallc}' of Jehofiiaphat, 
The judging God fliall cioie the book of fate ; 
And there the bft aflizes keep^ 
For thole who wake, and thofe who flecp : 
• When rattling bones together fly. 
From the four comers of the Iky ; 
\^1icn finews o'er the ikeietons aiie fpread, 
Thofe cloth'd with flefh, and life infpires the dead} 
The facred poets firft ihall hear tht found. 

And foremoft from the tomb (hall bound. 
For they arc corer'd with the iightcft ground ; 
And ftraighty with in- bom rigour, on the win^ 
Like mounting larks, to the new morning fing. 
There thou, fweet Saint, before the quire ftal] go. 
As harbinger of heaven, ihe way to ihow. 
The way which thou fo weU haft leamt below. 

in. 

Upon the Death of the Earl of Dundee. 
Tranflated from the Latin of Dr. Pitcairn. 

/^ H laft and bcft of Scots ! who didft maintain 
^^ Thy country's freedom from a foreign reign { 
New people fill the land, now thou art gone. 
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne. 
Scotland and thou did each in other live ; 
Norwould'ft thou her, nor could (he thee furvlvc. 
Farewell, who dying didft fupport the ftate. 
And couldft not ^1 but with thy country^s fate. 
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IV. 
ELEONORA: A Panegyrical Poem, 

Dedicated to the Memory of 
The late Countess oFAbingdok. 



To the Right Hon^^^ the Earl of AbIngdon^ &c« 

My Lord» 
^TT* H E coniraands with which you honoured me 
'' fbme months ago are now performed : they had 
been focner ; but betwixt ill health, Tome bufinefs, aad 
many troubles, I was forced to defer them till thit 
time. Ovid, going to his banifliment, and writing 
from on fliipboard to his friends, excufed the faults of 
his poetry by his misfortunes 5 and told them, that 
good verfes never flow but from a ferene and com- 
pofed fpirit. Wit, which is a kind of Mercury, with 
wings fattened to his head and heels, can fly but flowly 
in a damp air. I therefore chofe rather to obey you 
late than ill ; if at leaft I am capable of writing soy 
thing, at any time, which is wonhy your peruiii and 
your patronage. I cannot fay that I have efcapcd from 
a fliipwreck; but have only gained a rock by hani 
fwimming; where I may pant a while and gather breath 1 
for the dolors give me a fad aflurance, that my difeale 
never took its leave of any man, but with a purpoic to 
return. However, my lord, I have laid hold on the 

interval. 
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intfrValy anii managed the fmall ftock, which age has 
left me, to the beft advantage, in peifonning this in- 
eonfiderable fervice to my lady's memory. We, who 
are priefts of Apollo, have not the infpiration when we 
pleafc ; bnt muft wait till the God comes ruHiing on us, 
and invades us with a fury which we are not able to 
refift: which gives us double ftrength while the fit 
continues, and leaves us langui filing and fpent at its 
departure. Let me not feem to boaft, my lord ; for I 
have really feh it on this occafion, and prophefied be- 
yond my natural power. Let me add, and hope to be 
believed, that the excellency of the fubjeft contributed 
much to the happinels of the execution ; and that the 
weight of thirty years was taken off roe while I was- 
*vriting. I fwam with the tide, and the water under me 
was buoyant. The reader will eafily obfcrve, that I" 
was tranfported by the multitude and variety of my 
fimilitudes j which are generally the produft of a luxu- 
riant ftncy, and the wantonnefs of wit. Had I called 
in my judgment to my aiHilance, I had certainly re- 
trenched many of them. But I defend them not 5 let 
thera pafs for beautiful faults amongft the better fort of 
criiics: for the whole poem, though written in that 
which they call Heroic verfe, is of the Pindaric nature, 
as well in the thought as the expreilion j and, as fuch, 
requires the fame grains of allowance for it. It was 
intended, as your lordfhip fees in the title, not for an 
' elegy, but a panegyric : a kind of apotheofis, indeed, 
if a Heathen ■ orcl may be applied to a Chriftian ule. 
And on all occafions of praife, if we take the Ancicntt 
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for our patterns, we are bound by prefcription to em- 
ploy the magnificence of words, and the force of figures, 
to adorn the fublimity of thoughts. Ifocrates amongft 
the Grecian orators, and Cicero and the Younger 
Pliny amongft the Romans, have left us their prece- 
dents for our fec\u*ity : for I think I need not mention. 
the inimitable Pindar, who ftretches on thefe pinions 
out of fight, and is carried upward, as it were, into 
another world. 

This, at Icaft, my lord, I may juHly plead, that, if I 
have not performed fo well as I think I have, yet I 
have ufed my beft endeavours to excel myfelf. One 
difadvantage I have had ; which is, never to have known 
or feen my lady : and to draw the lineaments of her 
mind from the defcription which I have received from 
others, is for a painter to fet himfelf at work without 
the living original before him : whiA, tlie more beau- 
tiful it is, will be fo much the more difficult for him 
to conceive, when he has only a relation given him of 
fuch and fuch features by an acquaintance or a friend, 
without the nice touches which give the beft rcfem- 
blance, and make the graces of the pi^lure. Every ar- 
tift is apt enough to flatter himfelf (and I amongft the 
reft) that their own ocular obfei*vations would have dif- 
covered more perfections, at leaft others, than have 
been delivered to them : though I have received mint 
from the beft hands, that is, from perfons who neither 
want a juft underftanding of my lady's woith, nor a 
due veneration for her memoiy. 

Doftor Donne, the greateft wit, though not the 
grcate^ poet of our n^U0TN> acknowledges, that he had 



DEDICATION. 1,75 

never fecn Mrs. Drury, whom he has made immortal in 
his admirable Amiiverfaries. I have had the fame fop«- 
tune^ though I have not fucceeded ta the fame genius^ 
However, I have followed his footfteps in the defign of 
his panegyric ; which was to raife an emulation in the 
living, to copy out the example of the dead. And 
therefore it was, that I once intended to have calfed this 
poem, " The Pattern*:" and though^ on a fecond con- 
fideration, I changed the titk into the name of the illuf- 
tricus perfon, yet the defign continues, and Eleonora is 
ftill the pattern of charity, devotion, and humility ; of 
the beft wife,! the beft mother, and the beft of friends. 

And now, my lord, though I have endeavoured to 
anfwer your commands, yet I couid not anfwerit to the 
world, nor to my confcience, if I gave not your lord- 
fiiip my teftimonyof being the beft hufband now living^: 
I (ay nfcy teftimony only ; fo7 the praife of it is given 
you by yourfelf. They who defpife the rules of virtue 
bq^h in theii* praflice and their morals, wiU think this a 
vei-y trWial commendation <■ Bat I think k the peculiar 
happisefs of the Countefs of Abingdon, to have been 
lb truly* loved by you wh>le fhe was living, and fo 
gratefully honoured after flie was dead. Fewthereare 
w.ho have either had, or could have, fuch a lofs j and 
yet fewer who carried their love and conftancy beyond 
the grave. The exteriors of mourning, a decent fune- 
ral, and black habits, are the ufual dints of common 
hulbands^s and perhaps their wives deferve no better 
than to be mourned with by petrify, and forgot witb 
cafe. But you have diilinguiihed yourfelf from ordi- 
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nary lovers, by a real and lafting grief for the deceafed } 
and by endeavouring to raife for her the moft durable 
monument, which is that of verfe. And fo it would 
have proved, if the workman had been equal to the 
work, and your choice of the artificer as happy as your 
defign. Yet, as Phidias, when he had made the fia- 
tue of Minerva, could not forbear to ing^ve his owa 
name, as author of the piece t fo give me leave to hope 
that, by fubfcribing mine to this poem, I may live by 
the goddefs, and ti-anfmit my name to pofterity by the 
memory of hers. ^Tis no flattery to aflure your lord* 
fhip, that (he is remembered, in the prefent age, by all 
who have had the honour of her converfation and ac- 
quaintance ; and that I have never been in any com* 
pany, fince the news of her death viras firft brought roe^ 
where they have not extolled her virtues, and even 
fpoken the fame things of her in profe which I have 
done in verfe. 

I therefore think myfelf obliged to thank your lord- 
ihip for the sommiflion which you have given me i how 
I liave acquitted myfelf of it, muft be left to the opi- 
nion of the world, in fpite of any proteftation which I 
can enter again ft the prefent age, as incompetent or cor- 
rupt juciges. For my comfort, they are but Englifli- 
men, and, as fuch, if they think ill of me to-day, they 
are inconilant enough to think well of me to-morrow. 
And, after all, I have not much to thank my fortune 
that I was bom amongft them. The good of both fexes 
are fo few in England, that they ftand like exception* 
^igainft general rules ; and though one of them has de- 

feiTcd 
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ferved a greater commendation than I could give her, 
they have taken care that I ihould not tire my pen with 
fiequent exercife on the like fubjefts ; that praifes, like 
taxeSy (koiild be appropriated, and left almoft as indi- 
vidual as the perfon. They fay, my talent is faiire : 
if it be fo, it is a fruitful age, and there is an extraor- 
dinary crop to gather. But a fingle hand is infuffi- 
cient for fuch a harveft : they have fown the dragon's 
teeth themfelves, and it is but juft they ihould reap each 
other in lampoons. You, my lord, who have the cha- 
racter of honour, though it is not my happinefs to know 
you, may (land afide, with the fmall remainders of the 
Engliih nobility, truly fuch, and, unhurt yourfclves, 
behold the mad combat. If I have pleafed you, and 
fome few others, I have obtained my end. You fee I 
have diiabled myfelf, like an eleCled Speaker of the 
Houfe : yet like him I have undertaken the charge, and 
find the burden fufiiciently recompenfed by the honour. 
Be pleafed to accept of thefe my unworthy labours, this 
paper-monument ; and let her pious memory, which I 
am fure is facred to you, not only plead the pardon of 
my many faults, but gain me your protection, which it 
ambatioufly fought by. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordftiip's 

Moil obedient fervant, 

John Dryden. 
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ELEONORA: A Panegitrical Poem, 

A S when fome great and gracious monarch diet, 
'**' Soft whifpers, firft, and mournful munnun rife 
Among the fad attendants j then the found 
Soon gathers voice, and fpreads the news around. 
Through town and country, till the dreadful blaft 
Is blown to diftant colonies at laft ; 
Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in Tain. 
For his long life, and for his happy reign s 
So (lowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame 1 

Did matchlefs Eleonora's fate proclaim, I 

Till public as the lofs the news became. J 

' The nation felt it in th* extremeft parts. 
With eyes overflowing, and with bleeding hearts i 
But moft the poor, whom daily fhe fupply'd. 
Beginning to be fuch but when (he dy'd. 
For, while (he livM, they (lept in peace by night. 
Secure of bread, as of returning light ; 
And with fuch firm dependence on the day. 
That Need grew pamper'd, and forgot to pray ; 
So fure the dole, fo rendy at their call. 
They (tood prepar'd to fee the manna fall. 

Such multitudes (he fed, (he cloath'd, (he nurft. 
That (he herfelf might fear her wanting firft. 
Of her five talents, other five (he made ; 
Heaven, that had largely given, was largely paid : 
And in few lives, in wondrous few, wc find ' 

A fortune belter fuLed to the mind. 

Kar 
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Nor did her alms from oftentatioii fall. 

Or proud dcfire of praife ; the foul gave all : 

Unbrib'd it gave ; or, if a bribe appear. 

No lefs than heaven ; to heap huge treafures them. 

Want pafs'd for merit at her open door : 
Heaven faw, he fafely might increafe his poor. 
And truft their fuftenance with her (b weU» 
As not to be at charge of miracle. 
None could be needy, whom (he faw, or knew ; 
All in the compafs of her fphere (he drew : 
He, who could touch her garment, was as fure. 
As the firftChriftians of th* apoftles* cure. 
The diftant heard, by fame, her pious deeds. 
And laid her up for their extremeft needs \ 
A future cordial for ^ fainting mind ; 
For, what was ne''er refusM, all hopM to find. 
Each in his turn : the rich might freely come. 
As to a friend ; but to the poor, *twas home. 
As to fome holy houfe th' afflifted came, 
The hunger- ftarvM, the naked, and the lame ; 
Want and difeafes fled before her name. 
For zeal like her's her fervants were too flow; 
She was the firft, where need required, to go ; 
HerfelF the foundrefs and attendant too. 

Sure (he had guefts fometimes to entertain, 
Guefts in difguife, of her great Mafter^s train : 
Her Lord himfelf might come, for aught we know \ 
Since in a fervant's form he liv'd below : 
Beneath her roof he might be pleasM to (lay } 
Or fome benighted angel, in his way. 

Vol. II, N ^\^^. 
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Might cafe his wings, and, feeing heaven appear 

In its heft work of mercy, think it there : 

Where all the deeds of charity and love 

Were in as conftant method as above. 

All can7'd on 5 all of a piece with theirs ; 

As free her alms, as diligent her cares ; 

As loud her praifes, and as warm her prayers. 

Yet was ihe not profufe ; but fear'd to wafte. 
And wifely manag'd, that the ftock might Jaft 
That all might be fupply'd, and (he not grieve. 
When crowds appeared, flie had not to relieve : 
Which to prevent, fhe ftill increased her (lore ; 
Laid up, and fpar'd, that (he might give the more. 
60 Pharaoh, or fome greater king than he. 
Provided for the feventh neceflity : 
Taught from above his magazines to fi*ame j 
That famine was prevented ere it came. 
Thus Heaven, though all-fufficient, (hews a thrift 
. In his oeconomy, and bounds his gift : 
Creating, for our day, one fingle light ; 
And his refle6lion too fupplies the night j 
Perhaps a thoufand other worlds, that lie 
Remote from us, and latent in the iky. 
Are lighten'd by his beams, and kindly nurft s 
Of which our earthly dunghill is the worft. 
Now, as all virtues keep the middle line. 
Yet fomewhat more to one extreme incline. 
Such was her foul 5 abhorring avarice. 
Bounteous^ but almofl bouateous to a vice : 
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Had flie given more, it had profufion been. 
And turn'd th' excefs of goodnef* into fin. 

Thefe virtues rais'd her fabric to the iky 5 
For that, which is next heaven, is charity. 
But, as high turrets, for their airy fteep. 
Require foundations, in proportion deep 5 
And lofty cedars as far upward fhoot> 
As to the nether heavens they drive the roots 
So low did her fecure foundation lie. 
She was not humble, but humility. 
Scarcely Ihe knew that (he was great, or fair. 
Or wife, beyond what other women are. 
Or, which is better,, knew, but never durfl: compare: 
For to be confcious of what all admire. 
And not be vain, advances virtue higher. 
But ftill.flie found, or rather thought Ihe found. 
Her own worth wanting, others to abound j 
AfcribM above their due to eveiy one, 
Unjuft and icanty to herfelf alone. 

Such her devotion was, as might give rules 
Of fpeculation to difputing fchools. 
And teach us equally the fcales to hold 
Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold ; 
That pious heat may moderately prevail, 
,;^nd we be warra'd, but not be fcorchM with zeal. 
Bufinefs might fliorten, not difturb, her prayer j 
Heaven had the beft, if not the greater fhare. 
.An aftive life long oraifons forbids ; 
, -Yet ftill Ihc prayM, for ftiil flie pray\i by deeds. 

N 2 Ktt 
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Her every day was fabbath 5 only free 
From hours of prayer, for hours of charity. 
Such as the Jews from fervile toil released j 
Where works of mercy were a part of reft • 
Such as bJeft angels cxercife above, 
Vary'd with facrcd hymns and afts of love t 
Such fabbaths as that one ihe now enjoys, 
Ev'n that perpetual one, which flie employs 
(For fuch viciffitudes in heaven there arc) 
In praife alternate, and alternate prayer. 
All this (he praaisM here 5 that when Oie fprung 
Amidft the choirs, at the firft fight flie Amg. 
Sung, and was fung herfelf in angels lays ; 
For, praifing her, they did her Maker praife. 
All offices of heaven fo well (he knew. 
Before (he came, that nothing there was new : 
And /he was fo familiarly received. 
As one returning, not as one arriv'd. 

Mufe, down again precipitate thy flight : 
For how can mortal eyes fuftain immortal light > 
But as the fun in water we can bear. 
Yet not the fun, but his reflexion there. 
So let us View her, here, in what flie was. 
And take her image in this watery glafs : 
Yet look not every lineament to fee 5 
Some will be caft in fliades, and fome will be 
So lamely drawn, you 'U fcarcely know, *tis (he. 
For where fuch various virtues we recite, 
*Tis like the jnilky-way, all over bright, j 

But fown fo thick with ftars, 'tis undiilinguiih'd light I 

He 
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Her virtue, not her virtaes let vs call ; 
For one heroic compFehends them all s 
One, as a conftellation it but one. 
Though *tis a train of ftars, dnt, rollliig aa^ 
Rife in their turn, and in the zodiac mn : 
Ever in motioe ^ now *tis faith afcends. 
Now hope, now charity, that upward tends » 
And downwards with diffufive good defcends* 

As in perfumes composed with art and coft^ 
*Tis hard to fay what fcent is upperrooft j 
Nor this part muik or civet can Mre call. 
Or amber, but a rich rcfult of all ; 
80 (he was all a fwcet, whofe every part. 
In due propoftion mix^d, prodaimM the Maker* t art. 
^o (ingle virtue we could moft commend, 
"Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend j 
For (he was all, in that fupreme degree. 
That as no one prevaiPd, fo all was ihe. 
The feveral parts lay bidden in the piece $ 
Th* occaflon bat exerted that, or this. 

A wife as tender, and as true withal. 
As the firft woman was before her fall t 
Made for the man, of whom (he was a part f 
Made, to attra6^ his eyes, and keep his heart. 
A fecond Eve, but by no ci*ime accorft j 
'As beauteoiis, not as bvittlc as the fir(^. 
Had (he been Hrft, ftill Paradiie had been. 
And death had found no entrance by her fin. 
'$0 (he not only had prefervM from ill 
fits fex and ours> but liv'd their pattern ftiil* 

N s Vtti* 
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Love and obedience to ber lord fhe bore ; 
She much obey\l him, but (he lov'd him more t 
Not awM to duty by fuperior fway. 
But taught by his indulgence to obey. 
Thus we love God, as author of ourjgood } 
So fubjcfts love juil kings, or fo they (hould. 
Nor was it with ingratitude returned j 
In equal fires the blifsful couple burn'd j 
One joy polTefs'd thcra both, and in one grief they 

moum'd. 
Ills paflion ftill improved 5 he lov'd fo faft. 
As if he fear'd each day would be her laft. 
Too true a prophet to forefee the fate 
That (hould fo foon divide tlieir happy ftate x 
When he to heaven entirely muft reftore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves before. 
Yet as the foul is all in every part, 
So God and he might each have all her heart. 

So had her children too 5 for charity 
Was not more fruitful, or more kind than (he 3 
Each under other by degrees they grew j 
A goodly perfpeclive of difl^ant view. 
Anchifcs lookM not with fo pleas'd a face. 
In numbering o'er his future Roman race. 
And mar/haling the heroes of his name. 
As, in their order, next, to light they came. 
Nor Cybcle, with half fo kind an eye. 
Surveyed her fons and daughters of the (ky | 
Proud, (hall I fay, of her immortal o-uit ? 
As far as pride with heavenly minds may fuit. 

7 Us 
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Her pious love exceH'cl to all /lie bore j 
New objeils only multiply'd it more. 
And as the ehofen found the pearly grain 
As much as every veflel could contain j 
As in the blifsful vifion each ftiall fhare 
As much of glory as his foul can bear j 
So did (he love, and fo difpcnfe her care. 
Her cldeft thus, by confequence, was beft. 
As longer cultivated than the reft. 
The babe had all that infant care beguiles. 
And early knew his mother in her fmiles : 
But when dilated organs let in day 
To the young foul, and gave it room to play. 
At his firft aptnefs, the maternal love 
Thofe rudiments of reafon did improve : 
The tender age was pliant to command 5 
"Like wax it yielded to the forming hand : 
True to th' artificer, the laboured mind 
With eafe was pious, generous, juft, and kind j 
Soft for impreflion, from the firft prepar'd. 
Till virtue with long exercife grew hard : 
With every aft confirmM, and made at laft 
So durable as not to be effacM, 
It tumM to habit ; and, from vices free, 
■ Goodnefs refolv'd into neceflity. 

Thus fix'd flie virtue's image, that 's her own. 
Till the whole mother in the children fhone j 
For that was their peffeftion : fhe was fuch. 
They pever could >exprefs her mind too much* 

N4 Sq 
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So unexhaufted her perfe£lions were. 

That, for more children, fhc had more to /pare; 

For fouls unborn, whom her untimely death 

Deprived of bodies, and of mortal breath ; 

And (could they take th' impreffions of her mind) 

Enough ftill left to fanftify her kind. 

Then wonder not to fee this foul extend 
The bounds, and feek fome other felf, a friend s 
As ^veiling feas to gentle rivers glide. 
To feek repofe, and empty out the tide 5 
So this full foul, in narrow limits pent^ 
Unable to contain her, fought a vent, 
To iffue out, and in fome fiientMy breaft 
Difchargc her treafures, and fecurely reft : 
T' unbofom all the fecrets of her heart. 
Take good advice, but better to impart. 
For 'tis the blifs of friend ihip's holy ftate. 
To mix their minds, and to commimicate 5 
Though bodies cannot, fouls can penetrate j 
Fixt to her choice, inviobbly true. 
And wifely choofmg, for fhe chofe but few. 
Some fhe mud Have ; but in no one could find 
A tally fitted for fo large a mind. 

The fouls of friends like kings in progrefs ave ^ 
Still in their own, though from the palace far 3 
Thus her Wend's heart h-T country dwelling was^ 
A fweet retirement to a coarfer place ; 
Where pomp and cercmomies enter'd not, 
Where greatnefa was fhut out,, and bufinefs w;:ll forgot.. 
7 Tbit 
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This is th* imperfeft dranght j but fhort as far 

As the true height and bignefs of a ftar 

Exceeds the meafures of th' aftronomer. 

She ihines abow, we know 5 but in what place, 

How near the throne, and heaven's imperial face. 

By oiir weak optics is but vainly gueft 5 

Diftance and altitude conceal the reft. 

Though all thefe rare endowments of the mind 

Were in a narrow fpace of life confin'd. 

The figure was with full ptrfe6lion crown'd ^ 

Though not fo large an orb, as truly round. 
As when in glory, through the public placcj. 

The fpoils of conquered nations were to pafs. 

And but one day for triumph was allowed, 
* The conlul was conftrain'd his pomp to crowd j • 

And fo the fwift proceffion hurry 'd on, 
1 That all, though not drftin6^1y, might bp fhown t 

So in the ftraiten'd bounds of life confin'd, 
1 She gave but glirapfes of her glorious mind : 

And multitudes of virtues pafs'd along 5 

Each prcfling forcmoft in the mighty throng,. 

Ambitious to be feen, and then make room 

For greater multitudes that were to come. 
Yet uneteployM no minute fiipt away 5 

Moments were precious in fo fliort a ftay. 

The hafte of heaven to have her was fo great, 

That fome were fmgle afts, though each compleal } 

But every a£l ftood ready to repeat. 

Her fellow-faints with bufy care will look 

For her bleft name in fa&e's. eternal book ^ 
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And, pleas'd to be outdone, with joy will Ceo 
Numberlefs virtues, endlefs charity : 
But more will wonder at Co ihort an a§^. 
To find a blank beyond the thirtieth page s 
And with a pious fear begin to doubt 
The piece imperfeft, and the reft toni out. 
But ^twas her Saviour's time ; and, could there be 
A copy near th* original, 'twas flie. 

As precious gums are not for lafting fire. 
They but perfume the temple, and expire : 
So was (he foon exhal'd, and vani(h*d hence j 
A fliort fweet odor, of a vaft expence. 
She vanifh'd, we can fcarcely fay ftie dy'd j 
For but a Now did heaven and earth divide : 
She pafs'd ferenely with a fingle breath | 
This moment perfect health, the next was death ; 
One figh did her eternal blifs aflfure ; 
So little penance needs, when fouls are almoft pure. 
As gentle dreams our waking thoughts purfue j 
Or, one dream pafs'd, we Aide into a new ; 
So clofe they follow, fuch wild order keep. 
We think ourfelves awake, and are afleep i 
So foftly death fucceedcd life in her t 
She did but dream of heaven, and (he was there. 

No p:iins (he fuffer'd, nor cxpir'd with noife ; 
Her foul was whifper'd out with God^s ftill voice i 
As an old friend is beckonM to a feaft. 
And treated like a long-familiar gueft. 
He took her as he found, but found her £6, 
As one in hourly readinefs to go s 

Ev 
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'n on that iij, in. ill her trim 'itissxti^ 
early notke die nnun oeaven J»i .i^^rrt,. 

1 giTCB. her tiaie._a vtniia^ '.a. xmnnt ^ 

couaierd her 5i irds cfae nnooai mnmr 

•on tkkt ci^^it ciui zc'jde:spntun ttk av 'somiev 

kept his haxLT, ami £»uut ler -Tt^en. 'lie. :«y 

tadiM all is. whioe, ^le 'In^ -xr iie 4s5tr ;. 

rce hai 6k Caa-'i an Anu^fnv -w wir?!, tycUir ^ 

leTs otci^oos nnr? ^ prali £^ j^ . 

It hardlr <ifar?i. ^ 'S^n-Jbrxeac-t '»iiui <es«r^ 

make her Isaflie Sii jasc^rtt jstam^ 

i, thar &e ^ir ""^ ^-7 i^s* «>. loM^m 

I moral pavt of aer ifiie jc#t vsumr :; 

k*d like tns£:3SxxL i^jrvix^ ^ut iemim«f% 
like the ssrr c*r cci. ta* laurc t:zTitui *j^ir^ 
i happy ioat ! if £bv» c»ih rjrfw fsium il^Si» 
ere tiwD asiai^ igrrjjigtgrfx^ fiiu trt^ 
ookiag: cp to Gsr^ <r ^ttrnk tc< vn^ 
ra £nd% dot 2x7 -var be jicrrioiii^ 
rcy the n:js« cf ibr boBiie» soW ite 
'wiiky«r''d acd tbr orpbsxi fawfijrs 
k on thj testier p3etf.fts left behind ; 
I9 if tbon canic a vacant misote £nd 
n htavcolj joys, tiat interval afford 
thy fad childm, and thy maurniDg lord, 
bow tbey griere, zaiftaking in their love^ 
. fhsd a beam of comSort from above j 
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Give them, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 
A tranfient view of thy full glories there 5 
That they with moderate forrow may fuftain 
And mollify their loffes in thy gain. 
Or elfe divide the grief j for fuch thou wert. 
That fhould not all relations bear a part. 
It were enough to break a fmgie heart. 

Let this fuffice : nor thou, great faint, refufe 
This bumble tribute of no vulgar Mufc : 
Who, not by cares, or wants, or age depreft. 
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntlefs brcaJft ;. 
And dares to fmg thy praifes in a clime 
Where vice triumphs, and virtue is a crime ^ 
Where ev'n to draw the pifture of thy mind,. 
Is fatire on the moft of human kind : 
Take it, while yet 'tis praife; before my rage,. 
Unfafely juft, break loofe on this bad age 5 
So bad, that thou thyfelf hadft no defence 
From vice, but barely by departing hence. 

Be what and where thou art r to wiih tby place* 
Were, in the beft, prefumption more than grace. 
Thy relicks (fuch thy works of mercy are) 
Have, in this poem, been my holy care. 
As earth thy bocty keeps, thy foul the (ky. 
So fhall this verfe preferve thy memory ; 
For thou (halt make it live, because k fings of thee. 
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V. 
On the Death of Amyktas. A Paftoral Elegy. 

^nr^ WAS on a joylefs and a gloomy morn, 

-■' Wet was the grafs, and hung with pearls thf 
thorn ; 
When Damon, who defign'd to pafs the day 
With hounds and horns, and chace the flying prey, 
Ko(e early from his bed ; but foon he found 
•The welkin pitch'd with fullen clouds around. 
An eaftem wind, and dew upon the ground. 
Thus while he ftood, and fighing did ftirvey 
The fields, and curft th' ill omens of the day. 
He faw Menalcas come with heavy pace ; 
Wet were his eyes, and chearlefs was his face i 
He wrung his hands, diftrafted with his care. 
And fent his voice before him from afar. 
Return, he cry'd, return, unhappy fwain. 
The fpungy clouds are fillM with gathering rain : 
The promife of the day not only crofs'd, 
' But cv'n the fpring, the fpring itfelf, is loft. 
Amyntas— oh !— he could not fpeak the reft. 
Nor needed, for prefaging Damon gucfsM. 
Equal with heaven young Damon lov'd the boy. 
The boaft of nature, both his parents' joy. 
His graceful form revolving in his mind 5 
So great a genius, and a foul fo kind, * 

Cave fad affurance that his fears were true j 
Too well the envy of the gods he knew ; 
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For when their gifts too laviflily are plac'd. 

Soon they repent, and will not make them laft. 

For fure it was too bountiful a dole. 

The mother's features, and the father's foul. 

Then thus he cry'd : the mom befpoke the news : 

The morning did her chearful light difFu(e : 

But fee how fuddcnly (he changed her face. 

And brbught on clouds and rain, the day's difgrace ; 

Juft fuch, Amyntas, was thy promised race. 

What charms adorn'd thy youth, where nature fmirdf 

And more than man was given us in a child ! 

His infancy was ripe : a foul fublime 

In years Co tender that prevented time : 

Heaven gave him all at once ; then fnatch'd away, 1 

Ere mortals all his beauties could furvey : C 

Juft like the flower that buds and withers in a day. j 

M E N A L C A S. 

The mother, lovely, though with grief opprcft, 
Keclin'd his dying head upon her breaft. 
The mournful family ftood all around ; '\ 

One groan was heard, one univerfal found : > 

All were in floods of tears and cndlefsforrowdrown'd. J 
So dire a fadnefs fat on every look, 
Ev'n death repented he had given the ftrok^. 
He griev'J his fatal work had been ordain'd. 
But promised length of life to thofe who yet remained. 
The mother's and her eldeft daughter's grace. 
It feems, had brib'd him to prolong their fpace. 
The father bore it with undaunted foul, 

, "^ *ke one who durft his deftiny controul : 

\o>. Yet 
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Yet wj:ii b'-'coniiijg ^ritf it*, 'iy'jr. hi parr, 
Reli^ju his ioi., buino rtrirrrV. :.ir- luari. 
Piiticr.t lit. Jub; anc' ma^' iic Iiv. w ict, -^ 

LiLc iiim, a ncv' uicrcaiuig^iaiiiiiy ! J 

D A 19 D K. 

S-Dcb is IDT wiih> aad futh Tn^ prupb^fy* 
For 3^!:, my frknd, the btauteuiu OKniki mxaxns § 
Lcicg jmar .flic cscrciis: iicr fruitful patni. ! 
But, il ! wiiu bcttir hav, and braiga rant 
Morcr laiuni;, and endued ^tth equal gnme 1 
Eq-aal ihe -m2L3% but fartbtrr none can ^ui 
For he was all that was exact beicnr.. 
M £ K A 1. c A fc. 

Dvaion, bchoid yoc breaking purpit cloud 5 
Heai'a iJbou mat iiymnt and rurp> drrinely loud ? 
Xbere rDcnintf Arorntixt ^ tbe young cherubs pls^ 
Abcut thi-jj- g'jdlike inatc, sind .^g; him on his waj* 
He clesTtj. iLe'litjuid *ir, bdiolii he fiies 
And e^'trr nj&Bent |;aiaf upon tiie ikies. 
The nrA'-coxne gmtB. admires tk' stbeiial fhte» 
The fapphire jportsl, and the gojden gate ; 
And DOW admitted in the ihining throng, 
He ibows the paflport which he brought along. 
His psfiport is his innocence and grace. 
Well known to all the natives of the place. 
Now fing, ye joyful angels, and admire 
Your broiher^s voice that comes to mend your quire t 
Sing you, while endlefs tears our eyes bcfiow | 
For like Amyntas none is left below. 
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VI. 
On the Death of a very young GcntlemaB. 

HE who could view the Hook of deftiny. 
And read whatever there was writ of thee, 

charming youth, in the firft opening page. 
So many graces in fo green an age. 

Such wity Aich modefty, fuch (brength of mind, 

A foul at once fo manly, and fo kind ; 

Would wonder, when he tum'd the volume o'er. 

And after fome few leaves (hould find no more. 

Nought but a blank remain, a dead void ipace, 

A ftep of life that promisM fuch a race. 

We muft not, dare not think, that heaven began 

A child, and co\ild not finifli him a man ; 

Kefle6ling what a mighty ftore was Jaid 

Of rich materials, and a model made : 

The coft already furnifh\l ; fo bcflowM, 

As more was never to one foul allowM t 

Yet, after this profufion fpent in vain. 

Nothing but mouldering afhes to remain, 

1 guefs not, left I fplit u^on the (helf. 

Yet, diirft I guefs, heaven kept it for him(elf } 
And giving us the ufe, did foon recal. 
Ere we could fpare, the mighty principal. 

Thus then he difappear'd, was rarify'd ; 
For 'tis improper fpeech to fay he dy'd t 
He was exhalM 5 his great Creator drew 
His fpirit, as the fun the morning dew. 

•TiJ 
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I' 

"•Tis fm produces death ; ^nd he had none 

But the tadnt Adam left on every fon. 
3^ He added not, he was fo pure, fo good, 
^ 'Twas but th' original forfeit of his blood : 
j, And that fo little, that the river ran 
^ More clear than the corrupted fount began. 

Nothing remain'd of the firft muddy clay j 
^ The length of courfe had wafii'd it in the way : 

So deep, and yet fo clear, vre might behold 
^ The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 
^ As fuch we lov'd, admir'd, almoft ador'd, ^ 
_ , Gave all the tribute mortals could afford. 

Perhaps we gave fo much, the powers above 
t^ Grew angry at our fuperftitious love : 

For when we more than human homage pay; 

The charming caufe is juftly fnatch'd away. 
Thus was the crime not his, but ours alone : 

And yet we rtiurmur that he went too foon ; 

Though miracles are fhort and rarely fhown. 
Hear then, ye mournful parents, and divide 

That love in many, which in one was ty'd. 

That individual bleffing is no more, 

But multiply'd in your remaining ftore. 

The flame 's difpers'd, but does not all expire; 

The fparkles blaze, though not the globe of fire. 

Love him by parts, in all your numerous race. 

And from thofe parts form one colle<5^ed grace 5 

Then, when you have refin'd to that degree. 

Imagine all in one, and think tliat oiie i* Iw. 
: Vol. II. O Upon 
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vn. 

Upon young Mr. Rogers of Gloucefierihire. 
/^F gentle blood, his parents only treafure, 
^^ Their lafting forrow, and their vaniihM pieafuit» 
AdornM witli features, viitues, wit, and grace, 
A large providon for fo fhort a race ; 
More moderate gifts might have prolong'd his date. 
Too early fitted for a better ftate ; 
But, knowing heaven his home, to fhun delay, 
. He leap'd o'er age, and took the (horteft way. 

VIII. 

On the Death of Mr. P u r c e l l. 

Set to Mufic by Dr. Blow. 

I. 

TLyT AR K how the lark and linnet flng : 
J.VX With rival notes 

They fUain their warbling throats. 
To welcome in the fpring. 
But in the clofe of night. 
When Philomel begins her heavenly lay. 
They ceafe their mutual fpitc. 
Drink in her niufic with delight, 
And liftening filently obey. 
U. 
So ceasM the rival crew, when Purcell came ; 
They fung no more, or only fung bis fame : 

Strud 



ELEGIES AND EPITAPHS, i^ 

Tuck dumb, they all admir'd the godlike man : 
The godlike man, 
Alas! too foon retirM, 
As he too late began. 
Tq beg not hell our Orpheus to reftorc i 
Had he been there, 
Their fovereign's fear 
Had fcnt him back before, 
'he power of harmony too well they knew : 
It long ere this had tunM their jarring fphcre. 
And left no hell below. 
III. 
"he heavenly choir, who heard his notes from high» 
«t down the fcale of mufic from the iky : 

They handed him along, 
Lnd all the way he taught, and all the way they fung. 
je brethren of the lyre, and tuneful voice, 
•ament his lot ; but at your own rejoice t 
(ow live fecure, and linger out your days | 
lie gods are pleasM alone with PurcelPs lays. 
Nor know to mend their choice. 

IX. 

Epitaph on the Lady Whitm om. 
J^ AIR, kind, and true, a treafure each alone, 
• A wife, a miArefs, and a friend in OMf 
ift in this tomby raised at thy knibaad's coft, 
nt Mlj fumming, whac he had, and loft, 
J Oi Co«HH 
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Come, virgins, ere in equal bands ye join. 
Come firft, and offer at her facred ihrine 5 
Pray but for half the virtues of this wife. 
Compound for all the reft, withr longer life ; 
And wifti your vows, like herd, may be retumM,. 
So lov'd when living,^ and when dead Co moumM'. 

X. 

Epitaph on Sir Palmes Fair bone's Tomb 
Weftminfter- Abbey . 

Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir Palmes Fa 
BQNE, Knight, Governor of Tangier j in cxeciil 
of which command, he was mortally wounded b 
ftiot from the Moors, then befieging the town, in 
fp/ty-fixth year of his age^ October 24, 1680^ 

XT' E facred relics, which your marble keep. 

Here, undifturb'd by wars, in quiet deep ; 
Difcharge the truft, which, when it was below, 
Fairbone's undaunted foul did undergo. 
And be the town's Palladium from the foe. 
Alive and dead thefe walls he will defend : 
Great a6lions great examples muft attend. 
The Candian fiege his early valour knew. 
Where Turkish blood did his young hands imbrue. 
From thence returning with defervM applause, 
Againft the Moors his well-fiefliM fword he drawl j 1 
The fame the comagc, and the fame Uv: caufc. 
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ttis youth' and age, his life'anc! death, combine, T| 
As in feme great and regular defign, > 

All of a piece throughout, and all divine. 3" 

"Still nearer heaven his virtues fhone more bright, n* 
Like rifing flames expanding in their height 5 t 

The martyr's glohy crownM the foldier's fight. J 

^ore bravely Britifh general never fell, 
'Nor general's death was e*er reveng'd fo well ; 
Which his pleas'd eyes beheld before their clofe, 
Follow'd by thoufand viftims of his foes. . 
"To his lamented lofs for time to come 
Hi9 pious widow confecrates this tomb. 

XI. 

Under Mr. M i l t o n's Pi£lure/ before hk 

Paradife Loft. 

THREE Poets, in three diftant ages bom^ 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
The firft, in loftinefs of thought farpafs'd 5 
The next, in majcfty ; in both the laft. 
The force of nature could no further go 5 
To make a third, flie join'd the former tw©. 

xn. 

On the Monument of a fair Maiden Lady, wh9 
died at Bath, and is there interred, 

BELOW this marble momiment is laid 
•All that heaven wants of this celeftial maid. 

O 3 '^t^lv:^^^ 
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Prefervc, O facred tomb> thy tnift confign'd j 

The mould was made on purpofe for the mind t 

And fhe would lofe, if, at the latter day. 

One atom could be mixM of other day* 

Such were the features of her heavenly face. 

Her limbs were form'd with fuch harmonious grace s 

So faulflefs was the frame, as if the whole 

Had been an emanation of the foul i 

Which her own inward fymmetry revealed f 

And like a pi£lure (hone, in glaiis annealed. 

Or like the fun eclips'd, with fhaded light & 

Too piercing, elfe, to be fuftainM by fight. 

Each thought was vifible that roIlM within : 

As through a cryftal cafe the figurM hours are fecn. 

And heaven did this tranfparent veil provide, 

B^caufe ihe had no guilty thought to htde^ 

All white, a virgin-faint, (he fought the ikies : 

For marriage, though it fuUies not, it dies. 

High though her wit, yet humble was her mind j *) 

As if fhe could not, or Ihe would not find t 

How much her worth tranfcended all her kind. ) 

Yet (he had leam'd fo much of heaven below. 

That when arriv'd> (he fcarce had more to know t 

But only to refrefh the former hint ; 

And read her Maker in a fairer print. 

So pious, as (he had no time to fpare 

For human thoughts, but was confined to prayer. 

Yet in fuch chanties (he pafs'^d the day, 

Twas wondrous how fhe found an hour to pray. 

1 Afottl 
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bul Co calm, it knew not ebbs or flows, 
ich pafHon could biit curl, not difcompofe. 
emale foftnefs, with a manly mind: 
aughter duteous, and a fifter kind : 
icknefs patient, and in death refign'd. 

XIII. 
piTAPH on Mrs. Margaret Pastom, of 
Burningham^ in Norfolk. 



I 



3 fair, fo young, fo innocent, fo fweet. 
So ripe a judgment, and fo rare a wit, 
uire at leaft an age in one to meet, 
ler ihey met; but long they could not ftay, 
ras gold too fine to mix without allay, 
ven's image was in her fo well expreft, 
very fight upbraided all the reft 5 
> juftly ravifliM from an age like this, 
? ihe is gone, the world is of a piece. 

XIV. 
1 the Monument of the Marquis of 
Winchester. 

E, who in impious times undaunted ftood, 
• And midft rebellion durft be juft and good : 
ofe arms afierted, and whofe fufferings more 
firm'd the caufc for which he fought before j ' 
s here, rewarded by an heavenly prince j 
what his earthly could not recompence. 

O 4 "Swi 
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Pray reader tliat fuch times na more appear t 
Or, if they happen, learn true honour here* 
Aik of this age's faith and loyalty. 
Which, to preferve them, heaven confin'*d in thee. 
Few fubjefts could a king like thine deierve : 
And fewer, fuch a king, fo well could ferve* 
Bleft king, bleft fubjea, whofe exalted ftate 
By fuflferings rofe, and gave the law to fate. 
Such fouls are rare, but mighty patterns given 
To earth,' and meant for ornaments to heaven. 

XV. 

Epitaph upon the Earl of Rochester's bcili 

difmiffed from tlie Treafury, in 1687. 

T T ERE lies a creature of indulgent fate, 
"*^ From Tory Hyde raised to a chit of ftate 5 
In chariot now, Elilha like, he 's h^url'd 
To th' upper empty regions of the world : 
The airy thing cuts through the yielding fky j 
And as it goes does into atoms fly : 
While we on earth fee, with no fmall delight. 
The bird of prey tum'd to a paper kite. 
With drunken pride and rage he did fo well. 
The hated thing without compaiTion fell j 
By powerful force of univerfal prayer. 
The ill-blown bubble is now tuniM to air ; 
To his firft lefs than nothing he is gone, 
By his prepofterous tranfa^lion ! 

SONGS, 
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I. 

The Fair Stranger, a Song» 
I. 
J APPY and free, fecurely bleft 5 
•* No beauty could difturb my reft $ 
[j amorous heart was in defpair, 
o find a new vi^lorious fair. 
11. 
ill you, defcending on our plains, 
''ith foreign force renew my chains 5 
Tierc now you rule without control 
be mighty fovcreign of my foul. 

III. 
3ur fmiles have more of conquering charmS) 
tian all your native country arms : 
tieir troops we can expel with eafe, 
ho vanquifh only when we pleafe* 

IV. Bwt 
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IV. 

But in your eyes, oh ! there 's the fpell. 
Who can fee thetn, and not rebel ? 
You make us captives by your (lay. 
Yet kill us if you go away. 

II. 
On the Young Statesmen^ 

CLARE N D O N had law and fenfe, 
Clifford was fierce and brave j 
Bennet*s grave look was a pretence. 
And Danby's matchlefs impudence 

Help'd to fupport the knave. 
But Sunderland, Godolphin, Lory, 
Thefe will appear fuch chits in ftory, 

'Twill turn all politicks to jefts. 
To be repeated like John Dory, 

When fidlers fing at feafts. . 

Proteft us, mighty Providence, 

What would thefe madmen have ? 
Firft, they would bribe us without pence. 
Deceive us without common fenfe, 

And without power enflave. 
Shall free-born men, in humble awe. 

Submit to fervllc fhame ; 
Who from con fen t and cuftom draw 
The fame right to be rul'd by law. 

Which kings pretend to reign ? 
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The duke (hall wield his conquering fword> 

The chancellor make a fpeech. 
The king ihall pafs his honeft word. 
The pawnM revenue fums afford. 

And then, come kifs my breech. 

So have I feen a king on chefs 

(His rooks and knights withdrawn. 

His queen and biihops in diftrefs) 

Shifting about, grow lefs and lefs. 
With here and there a pawn. 

III. 
A SONG for StJ Cecilia's Day, 16&7. 

I. 

T7* ROM harmony, from heavenly harmony 
-*- This univerfal frame began : 

When nature underneath a heap 

Of jarring atoms lay. 
And could not heave her head. 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 

Arife, ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moift, and dry. 
In order to their ftations le^. 

And Mufic's power obey. 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony. 
This univei-fal frame began : 
From harmony to harmony 
Through ail the compafs of the notes it ran. 
The diapafon clofmg full in Man. 
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n. 

What paflion cannot Mufic raife and quell ! 
When Jubal ftnick the chordcd ihell. 
His liftenJng brethren ftood around. 
And, wondring, on their faces fell 
To worfhip that celeftial found. 
Lefs than a God they thought there could not dwell 
. Within the hollow of that fhell. 
That fpoke fo fweetly and fo well. 
What paiTion cannot Mufic raife and quell ^ 
III. 
The trumpet"'s loud clangor 

Excites us to arms. 
With (hrill notes of anger 

And mortal alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries, hark ! the foes come ; 
Charge, Charge, 'tis too late to retreat* 
IV. 
The foft complaining flute 
In dying notes difcovers 
The woes of hopelefs lovers, 
Whofe dirge is whifper'd by the warbling lute* 
V. 
Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs, and defperation, 
Fury, frantic indignation. 
Depth of pains, and height of paflion, 
For the fair, difdainful; dame* 

I VI. Bui 
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VI. 
Bpt oh ! what art can teach, 

What human voice can reach^ 
The facred organ's praife ? 
Notes infplring holy love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 
VII. 
Orpheus could lead the favage race j 
And trees uprooted left their place, 

Sequacious of the lyre : 
But bright Cecilia raisM the wonder higher s 
When to her organ vocal breath was given. 
An angel heard, and ftraight appeared 
Miftakmg earth forlieaven. 

Grand CHORUS. 
As from the piywer of facred lays, 

The fpheres began to mo've^ 
And fung the great Creator's praife 

To all the blefs^d abo've ; 
So 'when the Utfl and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant fhall denjour^ 
The tr'umpit Jhall be heard on bigh^ 
The dead Jhall live y the Having die^ 
And Mufc Jhall untune the Jkj. 



Tht 
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TheTearsof Amynta, for the Death of Damo 

SONG. 
I. 

^^N a bank, beiide a willow, 

^^ Heaven her covering, earth her pillow. 

Sad Amynta figh'd alone : 

From the chearlefs dawn of morning 

Till the dews of night returning. 

Sighing thus (he made her moan s 

Hope is banifliM, 

Joys are vanifh'd, 
Damon, my belov*d, is gone ! 
II. 
Time, I dare thee to difcover 
Such a youth, and fuch a lover j 
Oh ! fo true, fo kind was he ! 
Damon was the pride of nature. 
Charming in his *very feature j 
Damon livM alone for me i 

Melting kiffes. 

Murmuring bliffes t 
Who Co liv'd and lov'd as we ! 
III. 
Never fliall we curfe the morning. 
Never blefs the night returning. 
Sweet embraces to reftore : 
Never (hall we both lie dying, 
Nat\uv failing, Love fupplying 

AT 
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1\ the jo^s he drain'd before : 

Death} come end me 

To befriend me ; 
3ve and Damon are no more. 

V. 
A SONG. 
I. 

'' YL VI A the fair, in the bloom of fifteen, 

' Felt an innocent warmth, as flie lay on the green j 

le had heard of a pleafure, and fomething (he gueft 

Y the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her breaft : 

le faw the men eager, but was at a lofs, 

''hat they meant by their fighing, and kifling fo clofe ; 

By their praying and whining. 
And clafping and twining. 

And panting and wifhing, 

And fighing and kiiTing, 

And fighing and killing fo clofe. 
II. 
h ! (he cryM ; ah for a languiftiing maid, 
a country of Chriftians, to die without aid ! 
)t a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaft, 
■ a Proteftant parfon, or Catholic prieft, 
inftru6l a young virgin, that is at a lofs, 
hat they meant by their fighing, and kifling fo ckiic I 

By their praying and whining. 

And clafping and twining. 

And panting and wifhing. 

And fighing and kifling, 

And ilghing and ki'fing fo clofe* 
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III. 

Cupid in (hape of a Twain did appear. 
He faw the fad wound, and in pity drew near ; 
Then (how'd her his arrow, and bid her not fear ; 
For the pain was no more than a maiden may bear : 
When the balm was infusM, (he was not at a lofs, 
What they meant by their fighing, and killing fo clofej 

By their praying and wliining. 

And clafping and twiniiig. 

And panting and wi filing. 

And fighing and killing, 

And fighing and killing fo clofe. 

VI. 
The LADY'S SONG. 

I. 

A Choir of bnght beauties in fpring did appear. 
To choofc a May-lady to govern the year j 
All the nymphs were in white, and the lliepherds ii 

green ; 
The garland was given, and Phyllis was queen : 
But Phyllis refusM it, and fighing did fay, 
I'll not wear a graland v^hile Pan is away. 

II. 
While Pan, and fair Syrinx, arc fled from our (bore, 
The Graces arc banifh'd, and Love is no more : 
The foft Go(i of plcafurc, that warm'd our dtfires, 
Has broken his bow, and cxtinguifliM his fires : 
And vows that himfelf, and his mother, will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx iu iriumnh return. 

UA. Forbeai 
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HJ. 

Forbear your addreffes, and court us no more 5 
For we will perforrti what the Deity fwore : 
But if you dare think of dderving our charms. 
Away with your fheephook«, and take to your arms x ' 
Then laurels and myi-rfee your brows ihajl adorn. 
When Pan, and his fon, and fair. Syrinx, cetufn. 

vn... 'i ■'■ 

A S- Q n" G. . .. :l ' 

I. "-.:.' 

T^ AIR, fweet, and young, receive a prize • ■' V 
-■- Refei-vM for your vi£lori9ua eyes : . ' 

From crouds, whom at your fjeet'yoii fee, 
O pity, and diftinguifh me I - ■ 
As I from thoufand beauties mone 
DiftinguiHi you, and only you adqre. 

II. 
Your face for conqueftwas delign^d,. 
Your every motion charms my mind } 
Angels, when you your filence break, • 
Forget their hymns, to Ittar y<»i ipc^c 5 
But when at once they hear and view. 
Are loth to mount, and long to ftay with you. 

ifi. ' : .: 

No graces can your form improve. 

But all are loft, yi^lefs you love ; 

"While that fweet paflion you difdain, J 

Your veil and beauty are ki fain :* 

Ifi pity ^then prevent my' fate, •*'*• • 

For' after dying all reprieve 's too lailc. 

Vol. II. P K^O^O. 
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A SONG. 

VIII. 

HIGH ftate and honours to othcn impart. 
But give mc your heart : 
That treafure, that treafure alone, 

I beg for my own. 
So gentle a love, fo fervent a fire. 

My foul doe$ infpire { 
That treafure, that treafure alone, 

I beg for my own. 
Your love let me crave} 
Give me in pofleffing 
So matchlefs a bleifing | 
That empire is all I would have. 
Love's my petition, * 
All my ambition j 
If e'er you difcover 
So faithful a lover. 
So real a flame, 
I '11 die, I'll die. 
So give up my game. 

XL 
RONDELAY. 

I. 

CLOE found Amyntas lying. 
All in tears upon the plain j 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying, 
1 
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Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Kifs me, dear» before my dying ; 

Kifs me once, and eafe my pain ! 
II. 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying. 

Wretched I, .to love in vain ! 
Ever fcorning.and denying 

To reward your faithful fwain : 
Kifs me, dear, before my dying $ 

Kifs me once, and eafe my pain ! 
III. 
Ever fcorning, and denying 

To reward your faithful fwain. 
Cloe, laughing at his crying. 

Told him> that he lov'd in vain : 
Kifs me, dear, before my dying $ 

Kifs me once, and eafe my pain ! 
IV. 
Cloe, laughing at his crying. 

Told him, that he lovM in vain s 
But, repenting, and complying. 

When he kifs'd, ihe kifs'd again t 
KifsM him up before his dying j 

Kifs'd him up, and easM his pain. 
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X. •' 

G. 



? '^' 



/^ O tell Araynta, gentle fwain, 
^^ I would not die, nor dar6 c6m|>1atn : 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join. 
Thy words will more prevdl tHirti mine. 
To fouls opprefkM, and dumb ^th grief. 
The gods ordain this kind relief ; 
That muiic fliould in founds conrty. 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 

n. 

A figh or tear, perhaps, ihe'Il give. 
But love on pity cannot live. 
Tell her that hearts for hearts were made. 
And love with love is only paid. 
Tell her my pains fo faft increaft. 
That foon they will be paft redrefs ; 
But ah ! the wretch, that fpeechlefs lies, 
Attends but death to cloie his eyes. 

XL 
A SONG to a fair young Lady, 

Going out of the Town in the Spring. 



ASK not the caufe, why fullen Spring 
•^^ So long delays her flowers to bear j 
Why warbling birds forget to fmg. 
And winter ftorms invert the year i 

S Chloni 
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Chloris is gone, and fate provides 
To make it Spring, where /he refides. 

V i'-ii. • ' ' • 

Chloris is gone, the- c#del fair $ 

^he caft not back a'pit/tng pyt% 
But left her lover in defpair. 

To iigh, to languidly tM to die : 
Ah, how can thofe fair eyM- endure 
To give the wounds they wilj not curie ! 

in. 

Great god of love, why haHthou made 

A face that can all'hearl^ command, u. - 
That all religions csui ia¥adt, : . *-r. * 

And change the laws'of ev«ry lasid^ ■ o.:-. . 
Where thou hadft placM fuoh pow«r befcire. 
Thou ihouldft have ninde her mercy more*' ' <• 

. 'IV. ■ 
When Chloris to the temjde'.oofnts, r ; 

Adoring crowds before her fall j 
She can reftorc the dead from toaitbs, " • * i.^^'l 

And every iife but mine recal. 
I only am by Love delignM ' 
To be the vi6lim for maiikiod* 
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8ateUkeab\oo«.ng ^^^^,,pndc. 
None but Aeb«v ^ ^ ^ s. 



ODE ON St. CECILIA'S Day. »is 

The ibng began from Jqvc, 
Who left his blifsful feats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love«) 
A dragon's fiery form bely'4 the god t 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode« 

When he to fair Olympia prefs'd t 
And while he fought her fnowy breaft : 
Then, round her flender waifl: he curlM, 
Ajid ftamp'd an image of himielf, a fovereign of the 

world. 
The liftening crowd admire the lofty found, ^ 
A prefent deity, they ihout aroimd : 
A prefent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With ravifli'd ears 
The monarch hears^ 
Aflumes the god, 
Af{e£ls to nod. 
And feems to (hake the ipheres. 

CHORUS. 
IFitb ravi/b^d ears 
%be monarch bears^ 
Affumis the gpdf 
AffeBs to nod. 
And feems to Jhake thejpberest 
III. 
The praife of Bacchus then, the fweet mufician fung i 
Of Bacchus ever &ir and ever young : 
The jolly god ii^ triumph comes | 
Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums j 
Fluih'd with ^ puiple grace 
He (hews his honeft face x 
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Now give the hautboys breath 5 he comes. Us con 
Bacchus, ever fak* and young. 

Drinking joys i*td firft onlam | 
Bacchus' bleffings are a treafure. 
Drinking is the foldier's pleafore : 
Rich the tpsafurc. 
Sweet the plfcaftjre. 
Sweet is pleafure after pain. 

CHORUS. 

Bacchus' bleffings are a treafure^ 
Drinking is the fiUter's pleafure i 
Rich the ireafure^ 
S^eet ibe pleafure \ 
Siveet is pleafure after pmh, 
IV. 
Sooth'd with the found, the king grew vain s 
Fought all liis battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes ; and thrice he de^ 
Hain. 
The mafter faw the madnefs rife j 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes 5 
And while he heaven and earth defy'd, 
ChangM his hand, and checked his pride. 
He chofe a mournful Mufe 
Soft pity to infufe : 
He fung Darius great and good. 

By too fevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen. 
Fallen from his high eftate. 
And weltring in his blood $ 

Peferti 
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Defcrtedv at his tttmcft need. 
By thofe hb former bounty (td t 
On the btie earth ^xposM he Ues^ 
With not a friend to clofe hi» eyes. 
With down-caft looks^he joyiefs victor (kte« 
llevbh4ng in his alterM foul 

The various turns of chanee below | 
Andy now and then, a figh he ftok $ 
And txfars began t6 flow. 

CHORUS. 

RevoMng in bis aUer'dJoul 
The ^various turns of (bonce belo<w j 

Amif now tfnd ibeUi ajigb bejolei 
And ti4irs 'began to .fvwf 

V. ■ \ 

The mighty mafter fmird, to Tee 

That love was in the next degree : 

*Twas but a kindred-found to tnove. 

For pity mehs the mind to toYe. 
Softly fweet, in Lydian meafures. 
Soon he foothM his foul to pleafures. 

War, he fung, is toil and trouble 5 

Honour but an empty bubbld ; 
Never ending, Itill beginning,* 

Fighting ftlll, and ftill deftroyingi 
If the world be worth thy -winnings 

Think, O think, it worth enjoying s 
Lovely Thais fits befide thee> 
Take the good the gods provide Jtjbee. 
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The many rend the ikies with loud appJauie $ 
So Love was crownM, but Mufic wcm the GsuTe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz*d on die fair 
Who causM his care. 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and lo6k% 
Sigh'd and lookM, and figh*d again s 
At length, with love and wine at once opprefsM, 
The vanquifhM viftor funk upon her breaft* 
CHORUS. 
*Tbe prince t unable to conceal bis faitg, 
Gas^d on the fair 
Who caused his care^ 
Andjigl^d and bok% /gb^d asid look'd. 
Sighed and looi% andfigb'd agahtt 
At kngib, 'with bnfe and ovine at once opprefs^d^ 
^he *vanquifii*d 'vi^or funk upon her hreajl^ 

VL 

Now ftrike the golden lyre again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ftrain. 
Break his bands of fleep afunder. 
And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has raised up his head : 
As awakM from the dead, 
And amazed, he flares around* 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries. 
See the furies arife : 
See the fnakes that they rear. 
How they hifs in tiieir hair. 
And the fparklts t]bat fbfik tiom their evea ' 
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Behold a ghaftly band. 
Each a torch in his hand ! 
Thofc are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were flain, 
Andunbury'd remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold how they tofs their torches on hjgh. 
How they point to the Perfian abodes. 
And glittering temples of their hoftile gods. 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy ; 
And the king feizM a flambeau with zeal to deftroy } 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, fir*d another Troy. 

CHORUS. 
And the king fmC da flambeau ivitb zeal to deflroy\ 
Thais led the luqyf 
To light him to his prey, 
Andf like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 
VII. 
Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 

While organs yet were mutej 
Tiraotheus, to his breathing flute. 
And founding lyre. 
Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defire. 
At lad divine Cecilia came, 
Jnventrefs.of the vocal frame ; 
The fweet cnthufiaft, from her facred ftore. 
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I courfe the fleet flag, unkennel the fox. 
And chace the wild goats o*er iummiti cf 

rocksy 
With fhoudngand hooting we pierce throii|^ 

theik/y 
And Echo turns hunter^ and doubles the ay. 
Cho. of all. IVitb/bouimg and Ao9tmg we puree tbnegk 
tbejfy. 
And Echo turns hunter ^ emd dnubUs the ay* 

Janus. Then our age was in' t's prime^ 
C H R o N s . Free from rage : 
Diana. ■ And free from crime. 

MoMUS. A very merry, dancing, drinking. 

Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking tiio& 
Cho. of all. Then our age was in '/V prime. 

Free from rage, and free from crime, 
A 'very merry, dancing, drinking. 
Laughing, quaffing, and unthinking time. 
[Dance of DiancCs attendants, '\ 
Enter Mars. 
Mars. Infpire the vocal brafs, infpire; 
The world is paft its infant age : 
Arms and honour. 
Arms and honour. 
Set the martial niind on fire. 
And kindle manly rage. 
Mars has look'd the iky to red j 
And Peace, the lazy good, is fled. 
Plenty, peace, and pleafure fly 2 

Tfci 
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The fprightly green. 

In woodland-walks, no more is feen ; 

The fprightly green has drunk the Tynan dye. 
Cho. of all. Plenty i peace f Sec. 
Mars. Sound the trumpety beat the drum $ 

Through all the world around, 

Sound a reveille, found, found. 

The warrior god is come. 
Cho. of all. Sound the trtmtpet, &c. 

Mom vs. Thy fword within the fcabbard keep. 
And let mankind agree ; 
Better the world were faft afleep. 
Than kept awake by thee. 
' The fools are only thinner. 

With all our coft and care { 
But neither fide a winner. 
For things are as they were. 
Cho. of all. The fools are only, &c. 

Enter Venus. 
Venus. Calms appear, when ftorms are paft } 
Love will have his hour at lad ; 
Nature is my kin^dly care ; 
Mars deftroys, and I repairs 
Take me, take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not every day. 
Cho. df all. Take ber, take her, 8cc, 
CHROHOs.The world was then fo light, 
. I fcarcely felt the weight $ 
Joy nird the day, a|id love the oSght. 

But» 
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But, fince the queen of pleaAire left 
ground, 
I faint^ I hig, 
And feebly drag 
The pondrofus orb vound. 
MoMUS. Ally all of a piece througbcnit ; 
Point- 1 

ing to > Thy chace had a beaft in view | 
Diana j 

[To Mars] Thy wars brought n(H;Uipy nbopl § 
LTo Venus] Thy loyers were all vmtTHie* 
Janus. 'Tis well an old age is out, 
CHRONOs.And time to begin a new. 
Cho. of all. AUf all of a piece thrtrngho^ ; 
Tljy chace had a beaft in ^oi^tu s 
Thy ivars brought nothing about i 
Thy h^ers ^were alluntrut. 
"'TIS nvell an old age is o^t^ 
And time to begin a neiv. 

Dance of huntfrnen, nymphs^ wai*jior«> and lo¥cn 
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SONG of a Scholar and his Mistress, 
who being crofs'd by their Friends, fell mad for 
one another j and now firft meet in Bedlam. 

[M,u s I c within.] 

The Lo^^s enter at oppojlte^orsy each held by a Keeper, 

Phyllis. T OOKylfookjIleer— I fee my love appear! 
, -M'TisrhbW-'Tishj alone; 
. . For, like him,, there is none : 

'Tis the djear, clear-pan, 'tis thecj^ dear. 
Amy NT AS. Hark l.thc vrinds war ; 
. ■. ■' -M The foamy wares roar j 
I fee a fhip afar : 

Toiling and toiling, and making to the ihore : 
But what 's. that I view, , • • • 

So radiant qi hue, 
St. Hermo, 8t. Hermo, that fits upon the fails ? 

Ah ! No, no, no. 
St. Hermo, never, never (hone fo bright \ . 
'Tis Phyllis, only Phyllis, can flioot fo fair a 
• * light: 

'Tis Phyllis, 'tis Phyllis, that faves the fnip 

alone, 
For all the winds are hufhM, and the ftorm 
is overblown. 
Phyllis. Let me go, let me run, let me fly to his arms. 
Vol. II. Q^ Asax'^-^k^- 
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Amy NT AS. If all the fates combine. 
And all the furies join, 
r 11 force my way toPhylHs, aad hntk 
through the charm. 
IHere tbey break from their keepers^ m 
to each ether, and eilibraceS^ 
Phyllis. Shall I many the tAah I love ? 

And (halt I conclude my pains ? 
Now blefsM be the powers above, 
I feel the blood bdmid in my veins \ 
With a b'vely leap k began to move. 
And the vajwrs leave my brains. 
Amy-NT AS. Body join^cl to body, and heart joined to hearty 
To make fure of ^ cure. 

Go call the man in black, ta mumble o^es his 
part» 

Phyllis. But fuppofehe ihould ftay— 

Amy NT AS. At worft if be delay, 

*Tis a work mull be done. 

We 11 borrow but a day. 

And the better, the fooner begun. 

Cho* of both. Ai luorfi if be deU^, &c. 

i'tbey run out together band m baad.] 
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EPILOGUES. 



Prolooub, fpoken the firft -day of the King*s 
Houfc a^ng after the Fire. 

Q O (hipwrcck'd pa(reng«T$ efcape to land, 

*^ So look they, 'when on the bare beach they ftand 

Dropping and cold, and their Hrft fear fcarce o^er. 

Expelling famine on a defart (hore. 

From that hard climate we muft wait for bnead. 

Whence ev'n the natives, forc'd by hunger, fled. 

Our ftage does human chance prefent to view. 

But ne^er before wa« feen .fo fadly true : 

You are changed too, and your pretence to fee 

Is but a nobler name for charity. 

Your own provllions fumiih out o>ur feafts, 

While you the founders make yourfelvet the gueffe. 

Cf all mankind beGde fate had fome care> 

l^ut for poor wit no portion did prepare, 

Tis left a rent-charge to the brave and fair. 

You chcri/hM it, and now its fall you. mourn. 

Which blind unmanner'd zealots make their, fcorn. 

Who think that fire a judgment on the ftagis, 

^hich fpar'd not temples in its funoM^ x^f|^« 
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But as our new-built city rifes higher, ^ 

So from old theatres may new afpire, > 

Since fate contrives magnificence by fire, J 

Our great metropolis does far furpafs 

Whatever is now, and equals all that was : 

Our wit as far does foreign wit excel. 

And, like a king, (hould in a palace dwell. 

But we with golden hopes are vainly fed. 

Talk high, and entertain you in a (hed : 

Your prefence here, for which we humbly fuc. 

Will grace old theatres, and build up new. 

n. 

Prologue fpoken a^t the Opening of the Nev 
Houfe, March 26, 1674, 

A Plain-built houfe, after fo long a ftay, 
•^^^ Will fend you half unfatisfy'd away 5 
When, fall'n from your expelled pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only is defign'd. 
You, who each day can theatres behold. 
Like. Nero's palace, fhining all with gold. 
Our mean ungilded ftage will fcorn, we fear. 
And, for the homely room, difdain the chear. 
Yet now cheap druggets to a mode are g^own, ) 

And a plain fuit, fince we can make but one, > 

Is better than to be by tarnifli'd gawdry known. J 
They, who are by your favours wealthy made^ 
With mighty fums may carry on the trade ; 



1 



I 



PROLOGIJES and epilogues. 229 

We, broken bankers, half deftroyM by fire. 

With our fmall ftock to humble roofs retire j 

pity our lofs, while you their pomp admire. 

For fame and honour we no longer ftrive, , 

We yield in both, and only beg to live : 

Unable to fupport their vaft expencc, 

Who build and treat with fuch magnificence ; 

That, like tV ambitious monarchs of the age. 

They give the law to bur provincial ftage. 

Great neighbours envioufly promote excefs, 

While they impofe their fplendor on the lefs. 

But only fools, and they of vaft eftate, 

Th* extremity of modes will imitate. 

The dangling knee-fringe, and the bib-cravat, 

Vet if fome pride with want may be allow'd, f 

We in our plainnefs may be juftly proud : 

Our royal mafter willM it (hould be fo j 

Whatever he 's pleaiM to own, can need no fhow i 

That facrcd name gives ornament and grace. 

And, like his ftamp, makes bafeft metals pafs. 

'Twere folly now a ftately pile to raife, 

To build a playhoufe while you throw down plays j 

While fcenes, machines, and empty operas reign, 

And for the pencil you the pen difdain : 

While troops of famifhM Frenchmen hither drive, 

And laugh at thofe upon whofe alms they live : 

Old Englifli authors vanifli, and give place 

To thefe new conquerors of the Norman race. 

More tamely than your fathers you fubmit j 

You 're now grown vafials to them in your wit, 
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Marl&> when liiey play, how our fine ibpt adTaiice» ' ^ 

The mighty merits of their men of France, > • 

Keep time, cry Bettf and humour the cadence. J 

WelU pleafe yourfelTet ; butlure *ti8 undeHloo^f 

That French machines haye ne*er done Engifloidr gaodt 

I would not prophefy our houfc^s fikt t 

But while vain fliows and fcenes you o? er-rate^ 

*Ti8 to bo fearM- 

That as a fire the former houfe o^erdmw. 

Machines and tempefts will deftroy ditf new. 

m, 

Epilogue oa the fame occsfioo. 
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'yi HOUGH what our Prologue find was ia41y tnic^ 
•* Yet, gentlemen, our homely houle is new, 
A charm that feldom fails with, wicked, you* 
A country lip may have the velvet touch ^ ^ 

Though (he 's no lady, you may think her fuch s > 
A fti'ong imagination may do much. 3 

But you, loud firs, who through your curls look big> 
Critics in plume and white valiancy wig, 
Who lolling on our foremofl: benches fit. 
And ftill charge firft, the true forlorn of wit ; 
Whofc favours, like the fun, warm where you roll. 
Yet you, like him, have neither heat nor foul j 
So may your hats your foretops never prefs, 
Untouch'd your ribbons, facred be yo'.ir drefs j 
So miy you flowly to old age advance. 
And have th' excufe of youth for ignorances 
So may fop-cornei: full of noife remain, 
Ajid drive far oif the duW atttnUNt \nwi\ 
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So may your midnight fcowcrings happy prove, 
And morning batteries force your way to love j 
So may not France your wailikc hands recal. 
But leave you by each other^s fwords to fall : 
As you cpme here to ruflSc vizard punk. 
When fober, rail, and roar when you are drunk. 
But to the wits we can fome merit plead. 
And urge what by themfelves has oft been faid : 
Our houfe relieves the ladies from the frights 
Of ill-pa v'd ftrcets, and long dark winter nights j 
The Flanders horfes from a cold bleak road. 
Where bears in furs dare fcarcely look abroad 5 
The audience from worn plays and fuitian ftufF, 
Of rhyme, more naufeous than three boys ill buff. 
Though in their houfe the poets heads appear^ 
We hope we may prefume their wits are here. 
The beft which they referv'd they now will play, f 
For, like kind cuckolds, though w"" have not the way > 
To pleafe, we Ul find you abler men who may. . ^ 
If they fliould fail, for laft recruits we breed ^ 

A troop of friiking Monfieurs to fucceed : v 

You know the French fure cards at time of need. J 

IV. 

Prologue to the Univcrfity of Oxford, i674« 
Spoken by Mr. Hart. 

"pOETS, your fubjefts, have their parts aflign'd 
•* T* unbend, and to divert their fovereign^s mind i 
When tir'd with following nature, you think Ifit 
To feck repofe in the cool (hades of wit. 
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And, from the fweet retreat, with joy funrey 

What refts, and what is conquer'd, of the way. 

Here, free yourfelves from envy, care, and (bife. 

You view the various turns of human life : 

Safe in our fcene, through dangerous courts you go^ 

And, undcbauch'd, the vice of cities know. 

Your theories are here to praflice brought. 

As in mechanic operations wrought 5 

And man, the little world, before you fct. 

As once the fpheie of cryftal fhew'd the great, 

Bleft fure are you above all mortal kind,. 

If to your fortunes you can fuit your mind : 

Content to fee, and fhun, thofe ills we ihowy 

And crimes on theatres alone to know. 

With joy we bring what our dead authors writ. 

And beg from you the valye of their wit : 

That Shake fpeare's, Fletcher's, and great Jonfon*i 

claim, 
May be renewed from thofe who gave them fame. 
None of our living poets dare appear; 
For Mufes fo fevere are woiflvp'd here. 
That, confcious of their fuults, they fliun the eye 
And, as prophane, from facred places fly, 7 

Rather than fee th' offended God, and die. V 

We bring no imperfections, but our own ; 
{Luch faults as made are by the makers fhown ; 
And you have been fo kind, that we may boaft, 
The grcarcft judges ftill can pardon moft. 
Poets muft (loop, wlun they would pJeafc our pit 
DebasM ev'n to the level of their wit j 

Dirdainin^; 
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Difdaining that, which yet they' know will take. 
Hating themfelves what their applaufe muft make. 
But when to praife from you they would afpire. 
Though they like eagles mount, your Jove is higher. 
So far your knowledge all their power tranfcends. 
As what ihould be beyond what Is extends. 

V. 
PROLOGUE to CIRCE. 

[By Dr. D a v e n a n t, 1675.] 

"IT 7 ERE you but half fo wife as you're fevere, 
^ ^ Our youthful poet (hould not need to fear : 
To his green years your cenfures you wojald fuit. 
Not blaft the bloflTom, but expeft the fruit. 
The fcx, that beft does pleafure underftand. 
Will always choofe to err on t' other hand. 
They check not him that's aiikward in delight, 
But clap the young rogue's cheek, and fet him right. 
Thus heartenM well, and flefh'd upon his prey, 
The youth may prove a man another day. 
Your Ben and Fletcher, in their firft young flight, 
J)id no Volpone, nor no Arbaces write j 
But hoppM about, and fliort excurfions made ^ 

From bough to bough, as if they were afraid, C 

And each was guilty of fome flighted niaid. J 

Shake fpeare's own Mufe her Pericles firft bore ; 
The prince of Tyre was elder than the Moor : 
'Tis miracle to fee a firft good play j 
All hawthorns do not bloom on Chriftmas-day. 
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A {lender poet muft have time to grow. 
And fpread and bumifh a& bis brothers do. 
Who ftill looks lean, fure with fome pox is cui'ft ; 
But no noan can be Falfbff-fat at firft. 
Then damn not^ but indulge his rude eflay^ 
Encourage him, and bloat him up with praiie. 
That he may get more bulk before he dies : 
He 's not yet fed enough for facrifice. 
Perhaps, if now your grace you will not gnidge» 
He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 

VI. 
Epilogue intended to have been (pokea by tke 
Lady Hen. Mar, Wbntworth, nAct 
Calisto was aded at Court. 

A S Jupiter I made my court in vain 5 
•^^ I '11 now aflume my native (hape again. 
I' m weary to be fo unkindly us'd. 
And would not be a God to be refused. 
State grows uneaTy when it hinders love j 
A glorious burden, which the wife remove. 
Now as a nymph I need not fue, nor try 
The force of any lightning but the eye. 
Beauty and youth more than a God command % 
No Jove could e'er the force of thefe withftand* 
'Tis here that fovereign power admits difpute j 
Beauty fometimes is juftly abfolute. 
Our fullen Cato's, whatfoe*er they fay, 
Ev'n while they frown and di£late laws, obey. 

3 Y«h 
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You, rtiighty fir, our bonds more eafy make. 

And graceful] y, what all muft fuffcr, take ; 

Above thofe forms the grave afFe6t to wear j 

For 'tis not to be wife to be feverc. 

Tine wifdom jmay fome gallantry admits 

And foften bufincfs with the charms of wit. 

Thefe peaceful triumphs with your cares you bought^ 

And from the mtdft of fighting nations brought. 

You only hear it thmider from afar. 

And fit in peace the arbiter of war : 

Peace, the loathM manna, which hot brains defpife. 

You knew its worth, and made it early prize : 

And in its h^py leifure fit and fee 

The promifes of more felicity : 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, 

Whofe morning rays like noontide ftrike and (hine t 

Whom you to fuppliant mouarchs fliall difpofe. 

To bind your friends, and to difarm your foes. 



VII. 

Epilogue to the M a n of M o d e, or Sir 

FoPLiNG Flutter. 

[By Sir George Etherege, 1676.] 

MOST modern wits fuch mondrous fools h?ive 
fhown, 
They feem not of heaven's making, but their own. 
Thofe naufcous harlequins in farce may'pafs j 
But there goes more to a fubftantial afs : 
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Something of man muft be exposed to vicmt. 

That, gallants, they may more refemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a fool fo nicely writ. 

The ladies would midake him for a wit ; 

And, when he Hngs, talks loud, and cocks would ciyi 

I vow, methinks, he *8 pretty company 4 

So'brifk; fo gay, fo travcrd, fo refinM, 

As he took pains to graff upon his kind. 

True fops help nature^s work, and go to fchool. 

To file and finilh God Almighty's fool. 

Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call ; 

He 's knight o' th' fhirc, and rcprcfents you all. 

From each he meets he culls whatever he can } 

Legion ^s his name, a people in a man. 

His bulky folly gathers as it goes, 

And, rolling o'er you, like a fnow-ball grows. 

His various modes from various fathers follow ; 

One taught the tofs, and one the new French wallow* 

His fword-knot this, his cravat that dcfign'd 5 

And this, the yard-long fnake he twirls behind. 

From one the facrcd periwig he gain'd. 

Which wind ne'er blew, ncr touch of hat prophanU 

Another's diving bow he did adore, 

Which with a ftiog cafts all the hair before. 

Till he with full decorum brings it back. 

And rifes with a water-fpaniel Ihake. 

As for his fongs, the ladies dear delight, 

Thefe fure he took from moft of you who write. 

Yet every man is fafe from what he fcarM ; 

For no one fool is hunted from the herd. 

VIII. EPILOCUf 
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VIII. 
Epilogue to Mithridates, King of Pontus. 

By Mr. N. Le e, 1678. 

XT OU'VE fecn a pair of faithful lovers die : 

And much you care ; for moft of you will cry, | 
'Twas a juft judgment on their cotifhmcy. 
For, heaven be thank'd,» we live in fuch an age, 
"When no man dies for love, but on the ftage : 
And ev'n thofe martyrs are but rare in plays ; 
A curfed iign how nfiuch true faith decays. 
Love is no more a violent defire ; 
'Tis a meer metiphor, a painted fire. 
In all our fex, the n^rme examin'd well, 
'Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell. 
In woman, 'tis of fabtle intereft made : 
Curfe on the punk that made it firft a trade I 
She firft did wit's prerogative remove, 
And made a fool prefume to prate of love. 
Let honour and preferment go for gold j 
But glorious beauty is not to be fold : 
Or, if it be, 'tis at a rate fo high. 
That nothing but adoring it (hould buy. 
Yet the rich cullies may their bokfting fpaw j 
They purchafc but fophifticated ware. 
•Tis prodigality that buys deceit, 
Where both the giver and the taker cheat. 
Men but refine on the old half-crown way j 
And women fight, like Swifftrs, for their pay. 
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IX. 
PROtooi7« to CAt« Aft iMm-orii. ^ 

[By Mr. N. L^ E» t6f&] 

TH' unbs^q^ man, who «iioe ;hM MiIVm |Mi^ 'T 
. lives not to pifliUe himielfy bai dtl^ XMOff " 
Ii always drudgingy imftes his life Md )4«MsA 
Yet only eau ami drinks wbatjali^iialtgMd. ' 
What praife fge'^r the poetry ddenrtj^ / * • 

Yet every fool can bid the poet Jarfie.. .... 

That fumbling letcher to revenge it bents ■ 

Becaufc he thinks himitlf or whore it mrMf i 

Name but a cuckold, all the city JWai*M $ 

From LeadenhaU to Ludgate it ih amn s 

Were there no fear of Antichrifr or France, 

In the bleft time poor poets live by chance. 

Either you icome not here, or, as you grace 1 

Some old acquaintance, drop iuto the place, V 

Carelefs and qualmi/h with a yawning face : J 

You fleep o'er wit, and by my troth you may j 

Moft of your talents lie another way. 

You love to hear of fome prodigious tale. 

The bell that tollM alone, or Iriih whale. 

News is your food, and you enough provide. 

Both for yourfelves, and all the world beiide. 

One theatre there is of vaft refort. 

Which whilome of Requefts was called the Court | 

But now the great Exchange of News ^tis hight. 

And full. of hum and buz from npon till -night. 

Up 
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Up ibirs and down yoo rniiy as for a racc^ 

And each man wears three nations in hb face. 

So big you look, though claret jroa retreachy 

That, arm'd with bottled ale, you huff the Frendu 

But all yotir entertainment ftill is fed 

By villains in your own dull ifland bred. 

Would you return to us, we daiie engage 

To ihew you better rogues upon the ftage. 

You know no poifon but plain ratibane here ; 

Death 's more refined, and better bred eliewhere. 

They have a civil way in Italy 

By fmelling a perfume to make you die $ 

A trick would make you lay your fnuff-box by. 

Murder *8 a trade, fo known and pradis^d there. 

That *tis infallible as is the chair. 

But, mark their feaft, you (hall behold fiich pranks ; 

The pope fays grace, but *tis the devil gives thanks. 

X. 

Prologue to Sophonisba, zt Oxford, i6fo. 

^T^HESPIS, thefirftprofeiSbrofMirart, 
'*' At country wakes, fung ballads frcm a ears. 
To prove this true, if Latin be no treipa^ 
Dicitur &.plauftris vexifle foeautuTitC^ 
But ^fch>lus, fays Horace in ibise psg^ 
Was the firft mountebank tint tro4 likeia^^ 
Yet Atbiens never knew your laratd ^gmt 
Of toifing poets in a tawis 
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But *tis the talent of our £ngli(h nation. 
Still to be plotting fome new reformation t 
And few years hence, if anarchy goes on, 
Jacjc Prelbytcr (hall here ereft his throne. 
Knock out a tub with preaching once a day. 
And every prayer be longer than a play. 
Then all your heathen wits (hall go'to pot. 
For difbelieving of a Popifli-plot: 
Your poets (hall be usM like infidels. 
And word the author of the Oxford bells : 
Nor fhould we Tcape the fen ten ce, to depart, 
Ev'n in our firft original, a cart. 
No zealous brother there would want a ftone. 
To maul us cardinals, and pelt pope Joan : 
Religion, learning, wit, would be fuppreft. 
Rags of the whore, and trappings of the beafl: s 
Scot, Suarez, TomofAquin, mud go down. 
As chief fupporters of the triple crown 5 
And Ariftotle 's for deftru^lion ripe 5 
Some fay, he call'd the foul an organ -pipe. 
Which by fome little help of derivation. 
Shall then be prov'd a pipe of infpiration. 

XL 
/^PROLOGUE. 

T F yet there be a few that take delight 

■^ In that which reafonablc men fhould write j 

To them alone we dedicate this night. 

.The reft may fatisfy their curious itch 

With city gazettes, 01 Come factious fpeech. 
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Or whate'fir libel, for the public good, 

Stirs up the (hrove-tide crew to fire and bloody 

Remove your benches, you apoftate pit. 

And take, above, twelve pennyworth of wit ; 

Go back to your dear dancing on t!)e rope. 

Or fee what 's worfe, the devil and the pope^ 

The plays that take on our corrupted ftage, 

Methinks, rbfemble the diftra£^ed age ; 

Noifc, raadnefs, all unreafonable things. 

That (Irike at fenfe, as rebels do at kings. 

The ftyle of forty-one our poets write. 

And you are grown to judge like forty-eighth 

Such ceniures our mii^aking audience raake^ 

That 'tis almoft grown fcandalous to take. 

They talk of fevers that infeft the brains 5 

But nonfenfe is the new difeafe that reigns. 

Weak ftomachs, vrith a long difeafe oppreft^ 

Cannot the cordials of ftrong wit digeft. 

Therefore thin nourilhment of farce ye choo/c» 

Deco6lions of a barley-water Mufe : 

A meal of tragedy would make you fick, 

Unlefe it were a very tender chick. 

^ome fcenes in (ippets would be worth our time $ 

Thofe would go down ; fome love that^s poach'd m 

rhyme ; 
if thefe fhould faU-— « 
We muft lie down, and, after all our coft. 
Keep holiday, like watermen in froft j 
While you turn players on the world's great ftage. 
And a£l yourfelvcs the farce of your own age. 

Vol. II. R XU. 'E.Yi\.oci\i^ 
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XII. 

Epilogue to a Tragedy called Tamhrlanb. 

[By Mr. Saunders.] 

T AD IE S, the beardlefs author of this day 
"^ Commends to you the fortune of his play. 
A woman wit has often grac'd the ftagc i 
But he 's the firft boy-poet of our age. 
Early as is the year his fancies blow, 
Like young Narciflus peeping through the fnow. 
Thus Cowley bloflbm'd foon, yet flourifli'd longj 
This is as forward, and may prove as ftrong. 
Youth with the fair fhould always favour find. 
Or we are damn'd differablers of our kind. 
What's all this love they put into our parts ? 
*Tis but the pit-a-pat of two young hearts. 
Should hag and grey-beard make fuch tender moan, *) 
Faith, you 'd ev'n truft them to themfelvcs alone, t 
An.l cry, Let's go, here's nothing to be done. 3 

Since Love 's our bufinefs, as 'tis your delight. 
The young, who befl: can pratlife, bcft can write. 
What though he be not come to his full power. 
He 's mending and improving every hour. 
You fly flie-jockies of the box and pit. 
Are pleas'd to find a hot unbroken wit» 
By management he may in time be made, 
But there's no hopes of an old batter'd jade j 
Faint and unnerved he runs into a fweat. 
And alv/ays fails you at the fecond heat. 

7 XIII. Prologue 
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XIII. 

Prologue to the University of Oxford, 

1681. 

'np HE fam'd Italian Mufe, whofe rhymes advance 
'*' Orlando, and the Paladins of France, 
Records, that, when our wit and fenfe is flown, 
'Tis lodg'd within the circle of the moon. 
In earthen jars, which one, who thither foar'd. 
Set to his nofe, fnuff M up, and was reflor*d. 
Whatever the ftory be, the moral 's true ; 
The wit we loft in town, we find in you. 
Our poets their fled parts may draw from hence. 
And fill their windy heads with fober fenfe. 
When London votes with Southwark's difagree. 
Here may they find their long-lofl loyalty. 
Here bufy fenates, to th' old caufe inclinM, 
May fnufF the votes their fellows left behind : 
Vour country neighbours, when their grain grows dear. 
May come, and find their laft provifion here : 
Whereas we cannot much lament our lofs, 
IVbo neither carry 'd back, nor brought one crofs. 
IVe look'd what reprelentatives would bring 5 
But they help'd us, juft as they did the king, 
if et we defpair not j for we now lay forth 
The Sibyls books to thofe who know their worth 5 
\nd though the firft was facrific'd before, 
Thele volumes doubly will the price reftore. 

R 2 Ojr 
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Our poet bade us hope this grace to find. 
To whom by long prercription you are kind. 
He, whofe undaunted Muie, with lo^U i*9ge» 
Has never fparM the vices of the age, 
Here finding nothing that his fpleen can raife. 
Is forc'd to turn his fatire into' praife. 

XIV. 
Prologue to his Royal Highnefs, upon hi 
Appearance at the Duke's Theatre, af« 
Return from Scotland, 1682. 

TN thoft cold regions which no fummers chear, 
-*• Where brooding darknefs covers half the year 
To hollow caves the (hivering natives go 5 
Bears range abroad, and hunt in tracks of fnow. 
But when the tedious twilight wears away. 
And ftars grow paler at th' approach of day. 
The longing crowds to frozen mountains run 5 
Happy who firft can fee the glimmering fun : 
The furly favage offspring difappear. 
And curfe the bright fucceffor of the year. 
Yet, tlM)ugh rough bears in covert feek defence. 
White foxes ftay, with feeming innocence : 
That crafty kind with day-light can difpenfe. 
Still we are throng'd fo full with Reynard's race, 
That loyal fubjefts' fcarce can find a place : 
Thus modeft truth is caft behind the croud : 
Truth fpeaks too low j hypocrify too loud. 
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Let them be firft to flatter in fuccefs ; 

Duty can ftay, but guilt has need to prefs ; 

Once, when true zeal the fons of God did call, 

To make their folemn fhew at Heaven's Whitehall, 

The fawning devil appeared among the reft. 

And made as good a courtier as the beft. 

The friends of Job, who rail'd at him before, 

Came cap in hand when he had three times more. 

Yet late repentance may, perhaps, be true i 

Kings can forgive, if rebels can but fue : 

A tyrant's power in rigour is expreft 5 

The father yearns in the true prince's brcaft. 

We grant, an o'ergrown Whig no grace can mend ; 

But moft are babes, that know not they offend. 

The croud, to reftlefs motion ftill inclin'd. 

Are clouds, that tack according to the wind. 

Driven by their chiefs they ilorms of bailftones pour j 

Then mourn, and foften to a filent (hower. 

O welcome to this much-offending land. 

The prince that brings forgivenefs in his hand ! 

Thus angels on glad meffages appear i 

Their firft falute commands us not to fear : 

Thus heaven, that could conftrain us to obey, 

(With reverence if we might prefume to fay) 

Seems to relax the rights of fovereign fway : 

Permits to man the choice of good and ill. 

And makes us happy by our own free-will. 
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XV. 

Prologue to the Earl of Essex. 

[By Mr. J. Banks, i68z.] 

Spoken to the King and Queen at their coming to the 
Houfe. 

WT HEN firft the ark was landed on the (hore, 
^ ^ And heaven had vow'd to curie the ground no 
more ; 
When tops of hills the longing patriarch faw. 
And the new fcene of earth began to draw j 
The dove was fent to view the waves decreale. 
And firft brought back to man the pledge of peace. 
'Tis needlefs to apply> when thofe appear. 
Who bring the olive, and who plant it here. 
We have before our eyes the royal dove. 
Still innocent as harbinger of love : 
The ark is openM to difmifs the train. 
And people with a better race the plain. 
Tell me, ye powers, why fhould vain man purfue, ^ 
With endlefs toil, each objcft that is new, C 

And for the feeming fubftance leave the tru2 ? j 

Why ftiould he quit for hopes his certain good. 
And loath the manna of his daily food ? 
Muft England ftill the fcene of changes be, "j 

Toft and tempeftuous, like our ambient fea ? C 

Muft ftill our weather and our wills agree ? j 

Without cur blood our liberties we have : 
Who that is free would fight to be a (lave ? 

Or, 
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Or, what can wars to after-times affure. 
Of which our prefent age is not fecure ? 
All that our monarch would for us ordain. 
Is but t' enjoy the blelfings of his reign. 
Our land's an Eden, and the main's our fence. 
While we preferve our ftate of innocence ; 
That loft, then beafts their brutal force employ, 
And firft their lord, and then themfelves deftroy. 
What civil broils have coft, we know too well ; 
Oh ! let it be enough that once we fell ! 
Acd every heart confpire, and every tongue, 
Siill to have fuch a king, and this king long. 

XVI. 
An Epilogue for the King's Houfe. 

X T TE aft by fits and ftarts, like drowning men, 
^ y But juft peep up, and then pop down again. 
Let thofe who call us wicked change their fcnfe j 
For never men livM more on Providence. 
Sot lottery cavaliers are half fo poor, 
Mor broken cits, nor a vacation whore. 
Mot courts, nor courtiers living on the rents 
3f the three laft ungiving parliaments : 
>o wretched, that, if Pharaoh could divine, 
fie might have fparM his dream of fcven lean kine, 
^.nd chnng'd his vifion for the Mufes nine. 
The comet, that, they fay, portends a dearth, • 
A'as bnt a vapour di'awn from play-houfe earth : 

R 4 Pent 
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Pent there fince our laft fire, and* ISilf iay% 
ForeAiews our (^ange of ftate,. and thin third-days* 
^is not onr want of wit that keeps ns poor | 
For tiben the printer's pre^ woidd lufe saoie. 
Their pamphleteers each day their venom fpit ) 
Tbey thrive by trealon, and we ftarvt ^ wit^ 
Confeft the truth, wImcI) pfj9a Ijas, not laid 
Four faruings out to buy tl^c Hat^!^ maid f 
Or, which is duller yet» and more would i^tte ns» 
Dcmocritus's wars with Heraclitus f 
Such are the authors, who have run us dowq,. 
And exerdt*^ you critics of d)e town* 
Yet thefe are pearl's to your lampooning rhymes^ 
Y* abuie yoitrfelves more dully than the times* 
Scandal, the glory of the Eng^Uh nation. 
Is worn to rags, and fcribbled out of fafliion. 
Such harmlefs thrufts, as if, like fencers wife^. 
They had agreed their play before their prize. 
Faith, they may hang their hai*ps upon the willows ^ 
'Tis Juft like children when they box with pillows. 
Then put an end to civil wars for (hame j 
Let each knight-errant, who has wrong'd a dame^ 
Throw down his pen, and give her, as he can^ 
The fatisfaftion of a gentlenjan. 
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xvn. 

Prologue to the Loyal Brother : or. The 
Persian Prince. 
[By Mr. Southerne, 1682.] 



\ 



T) OETS, like lawful monarchs, rul'd the ftagc, 

^ Till critics, like damn'd Whigs, debauchM ^r age. 

Mark how they Jump : critics would regulate 

Our theatres, and Whigs reform our ftate : 

Both pretend love, and both (plague rot them !} hate. 

The critic humbly fecms advice to bring; 

The fawning Whig petitions to the kingi 

But one*s advice into a fatire Aides ; 

T' other's petition a reraonftrance hides. 

Thcfe will no taxes give, and thofe no pence 5 

Critics would ftarve the poet, Whigs the prince. 

The critic all our ti'oops of friends difcards $ 

Juft fo the Whig would fain pull down the guards 

Guards are illegal, that drive foes away. 

As watchful (hepherds that fright beafts of prey. 

Kings, who difband fuch needlefs aids as thefe. 

Are fafe— as long as e'er their fobje^ls pleafe : 

And that would be till next queen Befs's night t 

Which thus grave penny chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmund Bury firft, in woful wife. 

Leads up the fhow, and milks their maudlin eye»» 

There 's not a butcher's wife but dribs her pait. 

Ami pities the poor pageant from her heart i 

7 Who» 
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Who, to provokje revenge, rides round the Bre, 

And, with a civil cong^, does retire : 

But guiltlefs blood to ground muft never fall ; 

There 's Antichrift behind, to pay for alK 

The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

A lewd old gentleman of feventy years : 

Whofc age in vain our mercy would implore - 

For few take pity on an old caft-whore. 

The devil, who brought him to the fhame, takes part • 

Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer his heart • 

Like thief and parfon in a Tyburn-cart. 

The word is given,, and with a loud huzza 

The mitred puppet from his chair they drav^ : 

On the flain corpfe contending nations fall : 

Alas ! what's one poor pope among them all ! 

He bums ; now all true hearts your triumphs rine : 

And next, for fafhion, crj-, God fave the king • 

A needful cry in midft of iuch alarms. 

When forty thoufand men are up in arms. 

But after he 's once fav'd, to make amends. 

In each fucceeding health they damn his friends : 

So God begins, but ftill the devil ends. ' 

What if fome one, infplrM with zeal, fliould call. 

Come, let's go cry, God fave him at Whitehall ? 

His beft friends would not like this over-care. 

Or think him e'er the fafer for this prayer. 

Five praying faints are by an z6i allowed ; 

But not the whole church-militant in croud. 

Yet, fhould heaven all the true petitions drain 

Of.Prefbyterians, who would kings maintain. 

Of forty thoufand, five would fcarce remain. 
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XVIII. 
Epilogue to the /ame* 

rgin poet was ferv'd up to-day, 
'ho, till this hour, ne'er cackled for a play, 
iither yet a Whig nor Tory-boy ; 
e a girl whom feveral would enjoy, 
ive to make the beft of his own natural toy, 
to play my callow author's game, 
ig's boufe would inftnift me by the name. 
} loyalty to one ; I wi(h no more : 
nonweahh founds like a common whore, 
jand or gallant be what they will, 
t of woman is tme Tory ftill. 
'a6lious fpirit /liould rebel, 
, with eafe, can every rifmg quell. 
IS you hope we /hould your failings hide, 
eft jury for our play "provide, 
at their poets never take offence 5 
ve dull culprits, who have murderM fenfe. 
. nonfenfe is a naufeous heavy mafs, 
licle call'd Faftion makes it pafs. 
in play ""s the commonwealth-man's bribe ; 
Jen farthing of the canting tribe : 
void in payment laws and ftatutes make it, 
ghbourhood, that knows the man, will take it. 
kion buys the votes of half the pit j 
is the pention-parliament of wit. 

In 
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In city- clubs their venom let them vent j 

For there ^tis fafe, in its own element. 

Here, where their madnefs can have no pretence. 

Let them forget themfelves an hour of fenfe. 

In one poor iHe, why ihould two fa^ions be ? 

Small difierence in your vices I can fee : [ 

In drink and drabs both fides too weU agree. 

Would there were more preferments in the land : 

If peaces fell, the party could not ftand : 

Of this damn'd grievance every Whig eonnplains : 

They grunt like hogs till they have got their grains* 

Mean time you fee what trade our plots advance; 

We fend each year good money into Franoe 5 

And they that know what merchandize we need. 

Send o'er true Proteftants to mend our breed. 

XIX. 
Prologue to the Univerfity of Oxford, (poki 
by Mr. Hart, at the adUng of the Silent 
Woman. 

T Tl THAT Greece, when learning flourifliM, only knew, 
^ ^ Athenian judges, you this day renevi*. 
Here too are annual rites to Pallas done. 
And here poetic prizes loft or won. 
Mcthinks I fee you, crownM with olives, fit. 
And ftrike a facred horror from the pit. 
A day of doom is this of your decree. 
Where ev'n the beft are but by mercy free 
A day, which none but Jonfon durft have wifh^ 
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Here they^ who long have known the nfefnl ftage, 
Come to he taught themfclves to teach the age. 
As your commifTioners our poets go. 
To cultivate the virtue which you fow 5 
In your Lycaeum firft thcinfelves refin*d. 
And delegated thence to human -kind. 
But as ambafladcrs, when long from home. 
For new inftru^ions to their princes comej 
So poets, who your precepts have forgot. 
Return, and beg they may be better taught : 
Follies and faults elfewhere by them are ihown. 
But by your manners they correft their own. 
Th' illiterate writer, emp'ric-like, applies 
To minds difeas'd, unfafe, chance, remedies s 
The learn'd in fchools, where knowleg« iirft begauf 
•JS tudies with care th^ anatomy of man $ 
Sees virtue, vice, and pafHons, in their caufe. 
And fame from fcience, not from fortune, draws* 
So Poetry, which is in Oxford made 
An art, in London only is a trade. 
There haughty dunces, whofe unlearned pen 
Could ne'er fpell grammar, would be reading men* 
Such build their poems the Lucretian way | 
So many huddled atoms make a play ; 
And if they hit in order by fome chance. 
They call that nature, which is ignorance. 
To fuch a fame let mere town- wits afpire. 
And their gay nonienfe their own cits admire. 
Our poet. Could he find forgivenefs here. 
Would wi/h it nther than a plaudit thore* 

Ha 
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He owns no crown from thofe Praetorian bandt. 
But knows that right is in the fcnate*8 hands. 
Not impudent enough to hope your praife, \ 

Low at the Mufes feet his wreath he lays, ( 

And, where he took it up, refigns his bays. J 

Kings make their poets whom thcmfclvcs think fit, 
But 'tis your fuffrage makes authentic wit. 

XX. 

Epilogue, fpoken by the fame. 

"^^ O poor Dutch peafant, wing'd with all his fear, 
-*"^ Flics with more hafte, when the French armi 

draw near, 
Than we with our poetic train come down. 
For refuge hither, from th' infeftecf town : 
Heaven for our fins this fummer has thought fit 
To vlfit "US with all the plagues of wit. 
A Fi-ench troop firft fwept all things in its way • 
But thofe hot Monfieurs were too quick to ftay ; 
Yet, to our coft, in that fhort time, we find 
They kft their itch of novelty behind. 
Th' Italian merry-andrews took their place. 
And quite debauched the ftage with lewd grimace ; 
Inftead of wit, and humours, your delight 
Was there to fee two hobby-horfes fight 5 
Stout Scaramoucha with rufii lance rode in. 
And ran a tilt at centaur Arlequin. 
For love you heard how amorous aflfes brayed. 
And cats in gutters gave their fcrenadc. 

Nature 
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Nature was out of countenance, and each day 
Some new-bom monfter (hewn you for a play. 
But when all faiPd, to ftrike the ftage quite dumb, 
Xhofe wicked engines calPd machines are come. . 
Thunder and lightning now for wit are play'd. 
And fhortly fcenes in Lapland will be laid : 
Art magic is for poeuy profeft ; 
And cats and dogs, and each obfcener beaft. 
To which Egyptian dotards once did bow. 
Upon our Englifh ftage are worfliip'd now. 
"Witchcraft reigns there, and raifes to renown 
Macbeth and Simon Magus of the town, 
Fletcher's de^is'd, your Jonfon's out of faihion. 
And Wit the only drug in all the nation. 
In this low ebb our wares to you areihown 5 
By you thofe ftaple authors worth is known ; 
Fat wit 's a manufa6lure of your own. 
AVhen you, who only can, their fcenes have praisM, 
AV'c '11 boldly back, and fay, the price is rais'd. 

XXL 
E p I L o G u E, fpcken at O x f r Dj 
by Mrs. Marshall. 

^^F T has our poet wifh'd, this happy feat 
^^ Might prove his fading Mufe's laft retreat ; 
I wonder'd at his wifh, but now I find 
He fought for quiet, and content of mind 5 
Which noifeful towns and courts can never know, 
Afid only in the ihades like laurels grow. 
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Yoiitb, ere it fees the worl«1, here ftudies r^^. 
And age iEUjrriiiig theiice concludes it belt. 
What wonder if we court that happsnefs 
Yearly to fliaJie, which hourly you poiTels, 
teaching evVn you, wbrlc the vext world wc fliOTrj'- 
Your peace to value morej and better kcaw I 
''Tis all wc cEiTi return for favours paft, 
Whofc holy mcinory (bail ever laft, 
For patronttge from biro whofe care prt fides 
C^er every tioble artj and every fcicnc^ ?:Tiid« : 
JBathurftj ^ name the learned with revtjcrjce know. 
And fcarcely more to hts own Virgil owe | 
Whofe age enjoys bat wh:>t his youth deferv^J, 
To rule thofe Mufes whom before he ferv*d. 
His learning} and untaintei] manners too^ 
We find, Athenians, are derived to yoa : 
^uch antvent hofpitality there refts 
In yours J as ilwelt In the firft Grecian breafts^ 
Whofe kindnefs was religion to their gue(U. 
■Such modeiiy did to our fex appear. 
As, had there been no laws, we need not feary 
.Since each of you was our proteftor here. 
Converge fo chafte;, and To ftri^l vii^e fiiown. 
As, might Apollo with the Mufes own. 
Till our return, we muft defpair to find 
Judges fo ]vi^, fo knowing, and fo kiuji. 



XXIL VvLOi^oovt 



PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 257 

xxir. 

Prologue to the Univerfity of Oxford. 

DTfcord, and plots, which have undone our age. 
With the fame ruin have o'crwhelmM the ibge. 
Our houfe has fufferM in the common woe, 
We have been troubled with Scotch rebels too. 
Our brethren are from Thames to Tweed departed, 
And of our fitters, all the kinder-hearted, 
To Edinburgh gone, or coach'd, or carted. 
With bonny bluecap there they a6l all night 
For Scotch half-crown, in Englifh three-pence higlit. 
One nymph, to whom fat Sir John Falftaff 's lean. 
There with her fingle perfon fills the fcene. 
Another, with long ufe and age decayed, 
Div'd here old woman, and rofe there a maid. 
Our trufty door-keepers of former time 
There ftrut and fwagger in heroic rhyme. 
Tack but a copper-lace to drugget fuit. 
And there 's a hero made without difpute : 
And that, which was a capon's tail before. 
Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 
But all his fubje6ls, to exprefs the care 
Of imitation, go, like Indians, bare : 
LacM linen there would be a dangerous thing j 
[t might perhaps a new rebellion bring ; 
The Scot, who wore it, vvcu'd be chofen king. 
5ut why fhould I thefe renegades defcribe, 
iVhen you yourfelves have feen a lewJcr tribe ? 

Vol. II. S Ttc.^>^^ 
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T«ague has been heiie, and, to this ksimed fttf 
With iiiih action (latidcr'd Englj^i wJt j 
You havt behcKI fuch barbaLrous Macs appear. 
As mcriied a ftc uj:d maflhcre : 
Such as, like Cabij were bi'ande^ with difgrace. 
And hiid their country ftanjp'd upon their f^a:^ 
When llrolcra durft prcfiime to pick your purfe^ 
We hunibJy thought onr broken troop not worfe. 
How ill foc^cr our a£tion may defeiTe, 
Oxford 's a place where wit can never ftarvc, 

XXIil. 

PnoiocuE to th^ Univerfity of Oxford, 

'Tp HOUGH afiors cannot nmch of ]eaintng- boait 
-^ Of all who want itj wc admire it moil t 
We love the praifes of a learned pit. 
As we remotely are ally'd to wit. 
We fpeak our poets' wit j and trade in ore. 
Like thofe, who touch upon the golden ihore : 
Betwixt our judges can diftinftion make, 
Difcern how much, and why, our poems take : 
Mark if the fools, or men of fenfe, rejoice ; 
Whether th' applaufe he only found or voice. 
When our fop gallants, or our city folly. 
Clap over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 
We doubt that fcene which does their wonder raife. 
And, for their ignorance, contemn their praife. 
Judge then, if we who a6V, and they who write, 
Should not be proud of giving you delight. 

London 
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l-ondon likes grofsly ; but this nicer pit 
Examines, fathoms all the depths of wit ; 
The ready finger lays on every blot ; 
Knows what /hpuld jviftJy pleafe, and what ihould not. 
Nature herfelf lies open to your view ; 
You judge by her, what draught of her is true. 
Where outlines falfe, and colours feem too faint, 
Where bunglers dawb, and where true poets paint* 
But, by the facred genius of this place, 
^y every Mufc, by each domeftic gracTe, 
Be kind to wit, which but endeavours well, 
And, where you judge, prcfumes not to excek 
Our poets hither for adoption come, 
As nations fued to be made free of Jlome : 
Not in the fuffi-agating tribes to ftand. 
But in your utmoft, hft, provincial band. 
If his ambition may thofe hopes purfue. 
Who with religion loves your arts and you, 
Oxford to him a dearer name fhall be. 
Than his own mother nniverfity. 
Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage 5 
lie chooics Athens in his riper age. 

XXIV. 

Epilogue to Constantine the Great. 

[By Mr. N. Lee, 1684.] 

/^ UR hero *s happy in the play's conclufion j 
^^ The holy rogue at lad has met confufion : 
Though Arius all along appeared a famt. 
The UA a£l dicw'd hitn a true Proteftstxit. 
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Eiifebius, for you know I read Greek authors, 

Reports, that, after all thefe plots and (laughters. 

The court of Conftantine was full of glory, 

And every Trimmer turn'd addreffing Tory. 

They follow'd him in herds as they were Ynad : 

When Claufe was king, then all the world was glad. 

Whigs kept the places they pofTeft before. 

And moft were in a way of getting more 5 

Which was as much as faying, Gentlemen, 

Here 's power and money to be rogues again. 

Indeed, there were a fort of peaking tools. 

Some call them modefl', but I call them fools, 

Men much more loyal, though not half fo loud ; 

But thefe poor devils were caft behind the croud. 

For bold knaves thrive without one grain of fenfe. 

But good men ftarve for want of impudence. 

Btfides all thefe, there were a fort of wights, 

I think my author calls them Tekelites, 

Such hearty rogues againft the king and laws. 

They favoured ev'n a foreign rebd's cau(e. 

When their own damn'd defign was quafh'd and aw'ci> 

At leaft, they gave it their good word abroad. 

As many a man, who, for a quiet life, 

B;ocds cut his baftard, not to noife his wife j 

Thus o'er their darling plot thefe Trimmers cry j J 

And though they cannot keep it in their eye, S 

They bind it prentice to Count Tekety. J 

They believe not the laft plot; may I be curft. 

If X believe they e'er believed the firft^ 

1 No 
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No wonder their own plot no plot they think ; 
The man, that makes it, never fmeljs the ftink. 
And now it comes into my head, I *11 tell 
Why thefe damn'd Trimmers lov'd the Turks Co well* 
Th' original Trimmer^ though a friend to no man. 
Yet in his heart ador'd a pretty woman 5 
he knew that Mahomet laid up for ever 
Kind black-ey'd rogues, for every true believer; 
And, which was more than mortal man e'er tailed, 
One pleafure that for threefcore twelvemonths lafted : 
To turn for this, may furely be forgiven : 
Who 'd not be circumcis'd for fuch a heaven I 

XXV. 

Prologue to the Disappointment: 

Or, The Mother in Fashion. 

[By Mr. South E R N E, 1684..] 

Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON; 

T T O W comes it, gentlemen, that now a-days, 
-■■ •*• When all of you fo ihrewdly judge of plays. 
Our poets tax you ftill with want of fenfe ? 
All prologues treat you at your own expence. 
Sharp citizens a wifer way can go ; 
They make you fools, but never call you fo» 
They, in good-manners, feldom make a flip. 
But treat a common whore with ladyfliip : 
But here each faucy wit at random writes. 
And ufes ladies as he uks knights. 

S 3 QvMt 
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Our author, young and grateful in his nature^ 

Tows, that from him no nymph deferves a Ckurei^ 

Nor will he ever draw — I mean his*rbymc-* 

Againft the fweet partaker of his crime. 

Nor is he yet fo bold an undertaker. 

To call men fools ; 'tis railing at their Maker. 

BcfiJes, he fears to fplit upon that ihelf ; 

He 's young enough to be a fophimfelf : 

And, if his praife can bring you all a-bed. 

He fwcars fuch hopeful youth no nation ever bred. 

Your nurfes, we prefume, in fuch a cafe. 
Your father chofc, bccaufe he lik'd the face 5 
And, often, thsy fupply'd your mother's place. 
The dry nurfe was your mother's ancient maidy 
Who icnew fome former dip Ihe ne'er betray '«.L 
Betwixt them both, for milk and fugar-candy. 
Your fucking-bottles were well ftor'd with brandy 
Your father, to initiate your difcourfc, 
xMeant to have taught you firft to fwear and curfcj 
But was prevented by each careful nurfe. 
For, leaving dad and mam, as names too common. 
They taught you certain parts of man and woman. 
I pals your fchocis ; for there when firft. you came, 
You would be fure to learn- the Latin name. 
In colleges you fcorn'd the art of thinking. 
But learned all moods and figures of good drinking: 
Thence come to town, you pra6tife play, to kaow 
The virtues of the high dice, and the low. 
Each thinks himfelf a (harper moft profound : 
He cheats by pence j is cheated by the pound. 

I Wi'Ji 
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"Witli thefe perfc6lions, and what elfe he glenns, 

The fpark fets up for love behind our fcenes j 

Hot in piirfuit of princeflfes and queens. 

There, if they know their man, with cunning caiTiagc, 

Twenty to one but it concludes in marriage. • 

He hires fonie homely room, love's fruits to gather. 

And garret-high rebels againft his father : 

But he once dead 

Brings her in triumph, with her portion, down, 

A toilet, drefllng-box, and half a crown. 

Some marry firft, and then they fall to fcowering, 

Which is, refining marriage into whoring. 

Our women' batten well on their good-nature ; 

All they can rap and rend for the dear creature. 

But while abroad fo liberal the dolt is, 

Poor fpoufe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

Laft, fome there arc, who take their firft degrees 

Of lewdnefs in our middle galleries. 

The doughty bullies enter bloody drunk. 

Invade and grubble one another's punk : 

They caterwaul, and make a difmal rout, 

Call fons of whores, and ftrike, but ne'er lug out : 

Thus while for paltry punk they roar and ftickle. 

They make it bawdier than a conventicle. 
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XXVI. 

Prologue to the King and Queen, upon the 

Union of the Two Companies in 1686. 

QINCE fa6lion ebbs, and rogues grow out of faihioii, 
^ Their penny-fcribes take care t' inform the natioD» 
Ifovv well men thrive in this or that plantation : 

How Penfylvania's air agrees with Quakers, 

And Carolina's with Aflbciators : 

Both cv'n too good for madmen and for traitors. 

Truth is, our land with faints is Co run o'er. 

And every age produces fuch a ftore. 

That now there 's need of two Ncw-Englands more* 

Whr.t 's this, you'll fay, to us and our vocation ? 
Only thus much, that we have left our ftation. 
And made this theatre our new plantation. 

The factious natives never could agree 5 
But aiming, as they callM it, to be free, 
Thofe play-houfe Whigs fet up for property. 

Some fay, they no obedience paid of late ; 
But would new fears and jealoufies create ; 
Till toply-turvy they had turned the ftate. 

Plain fenfe, without the talent of foretelling, 

Might guefs 'twould end in downright knocks and 

quelling : 
For feldora comes there better of rebelling. 

When 
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When men will, needlefsly, their freedom barter 
For Jawlefs power, fometimes they catch a Tartar ; 
There *8 a damnM word that rhymes to this, calPd 
Charter. 

But, fince the viftory with us remains, 

You Ihall be callM to twelve in all our gains ; 

If you'll not think us faucy for our pains. 

Old men fhall have good old plays to delight them s 
And you, fair ladies and galjants, that flight them. 
We '11 treat with good new plays j if our new wits can 
write thism. 

We Ml take no blundering verfe, no fuftian tumors 
No dribbling love, from this or that prefumer 5 
No dull fat fool fhamm'd on the ftage for humour* 

Tor, faith, fome of them fuch vile fluff have hiade. 
As none but fools or fairies ever play'd 5 
But 'twas, as fliopmen fay, to force a trade. 

We 'vc given you Tragedies", all ienfe defying. 
And fmging men, in woful metre dying j 
This 'tis when heavy lubbers will be flying. 

All thefe difafters we well hope to weather ; 
We bring you none of our old lumber hither : 
Whig poets and Whig flieriffs may hang together. 
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XXVII. 
Epilogue on the fame Occafion. 

"VT E W minifters, when firft they get in place, 

-*-^ Muft have a care to plcafe j and that 's our cafe : 

Some laws for public welfare we d'jiign. 

If you, the power fupreme, will pleafe to joiu ; 

There are a fort of prattlers in the pit. 

Who cither have, or who pretend to wit z 

Thefe noify firs fo loud their parts rchearfe. 

That oft the play is fiiencM by the farce. 

Let fuch be dumb, this penalty to (liun. 

Each to be thought my lady's eldcfl fon. 

But ftay : methinks forme vizard ma(k I ilc. 

Call out her lure from the mid gallery : 

About her all the fluttering; fparks are rangM j 

The noifc continues though the fcene is chans^'d : 

Now growling, fpucteiing, wauling, fuch a clutter, 

'Tis jud like pufs defendant in a gutter : 

Fine love, no doubt j hut ere two il:iys are o'er ye. 

The fiirgeon will be told a wofiTl (lory. 

Let vizard malk her naked face expofc. 

On pain of being thought to want ano/e : 

Then for your lacqueys, and your tiain beiide. 

By whatever ruine or title dignify'd. 

They roar fo loud, you 'd think behind the ftaiis 

Tom Dove, and all the brotherhood of bears : 

They 're grown a nufance, beyond all dilaftcrs ; 

We've none fc great but their unpaying niuUeri. 
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V/e beg you, firs, to beg your men, that ther 
Would pleafe to give you leave to hear the plsY« 
Kext in the play-houfe fpars your preckms L\'« ^ 
Think, like good chrifiians, oo your beams and wives % 
Think on your fools; bat by your lugging forth^ 
It fcems you know how little they arc worth. 
If none of thefe will move the warlike mind. 
Think on the helplefs whore you leave behind* 
We beg you, la(l,.our fcene-room to fojbear. 
And leave our goods and chattels to our care* 
Alas ! our women are but viralhy toys. 
And wholly taken up hi ftagc employs : 
Fvior willing tits ihey are : but yet I dcubt 
This dou'ivle duty foon will wear them cut. 
Then you are watchM befides with Jealous care j 
What if my lady's page (hould find you there t 
My lady knows t' a tittle what there 's in ye j 
N() piifTing your gilt (hilling for a gui:iea. 
Thu<?, gentlemu-n, we have fumni'd up in fhoit 
Our grievances, from country, town, and ccint: 
Wluch humbly wc fubniit to your good pleafure ^ 
But firft vote money, then redrefs at leifure* 

XXVIII. 
Prologue to the Priwcess of Cleves* 
[By Mr. N. L l e, 1689.] 

T ADIES ! (I hope there's none behind to hear) 
-•^ I long to whifpcr ibracthing in your car j 

A fecret 
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A fecrct', which does much my mind perplex : 
There's treafon in the play againll our fcx. 
A man that 's falfe to love, that vows and cheats^ 
And kifles every living thing he meets. 
A rogue in mode, I dare not fpeak too broad. 
One that does fomething to the very bawd. 
Out on him, traitor, for a filthy beaft j 
Nay, and he 's like the pack of all the reft. 
None of them ftick at mark 5 they all deceive. 
Some Jew has chang'd the- text, I half believe ; 
There Adam cozen'd our poor grandame Eve. 
To hide their faults, they rap out oaths, and tear: 
Now, though we lye, we 're too well-bred to fwear. 
So we compound for half the fin we owe, ' 
But men are dipt for foul and body too | 
And, when found out, excufe themfelves, pox cant thcni) 
With Latin ftufF, ** Perjuria ridet Araantum." 
I 'm not book-learn'd, to know that word in vo^ue. 
But I fufpeft 'tis Latin for a rogue. 
I 'm fure, I never heai-d that fcritch-owl hoUow'd 
In my poor ears, but feparation followM. 
How can fuch pequr'd villains e'er be faved ? 
Achitophel 's not half fo falfe to David. 
With vows and foft exprefiions to allure. 
They ftand, like foremen of a fiiop, demure s 
No fooner out of fight, but they are gadding. 
And for the next new face ride out a- padding. 
Yet, by their favour, when they have been kiffing. 
We can perceive the ready money mifTing. 

Well ! 
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Well ! we may rail ; but 'tis a? gooA €▼'• ^-ak $ 
Something we find, and fomcthing they wiHil jaic^ 
But fince they 're at renoonciog, 't:i ocr pisU^ 
To t rump their diamonds, as they trasip cor %taant^ 

XXIX. 
Epilogue to the i^uiie« 

A Qurlm of confcience brings me back agani^ 
-^^ To make amends to you htfpztttr'd mco. 
We women love like cats, that hide their joyf , 
By growling, fqualling, and a hideous noise, 
I raiPd at wild young fparks ; but, without lyi0gv 
Never was man worfe thought en for high'£yiri.g. 
The prodigal of love gives each her part. 
And fquandering (hows, at leaft, a r.oble bearf, 
I 'vc heard of men, who, in fome lewd lampoon. 
Have hir'd a friend, to make their valour known. 
That accufation ft^raight this queftion brings j 
What is the man that does fuch naughty things ? 
The fpaniel lover, like a fneaking fop. 
Lies at our feet : he 's fcarce worth taking up. 
'Tis true, fuch heroes in a play go far ; 
But chambcr-praftlce is not like the bar. 
When men fuch vile, fuch faint, petitions make^ 
We fear to give, becaufe they fear to take 5 
Since modefty 's the virtue of our kind. 
Pray let it be to our own fcx confin'd. 
When men ufurp it from the female nation^ 
' Tis but a work of fupererogation-^ 
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Wt flievir'd a priflcefs m the pla^^, 'tit tnif , 
Who gave her Caefar moic than ail his due ; 
Told licr own faulu : hut I fiioiild much ahh«^ 
To choofe a huQ>and for my confeflor* 
You fee what fate follow'd the faint-like fool. 
For t tiling tnks from out the nuptial fchod* 

Our play a merry comedy had prov"*d. 
Had ihe confcfsM fo much to him f^ie lovM, 
True Preihytciian wive? the means would Iryi 
hui d^irmi'd conftiHng h flat Popery* 

XXX- 
PjiDLocuE totheWiuow Ranteri 

[By Mrs. B £ H N, 1690.] 

TTEavcn fave you, gallants, and this hopeful ag€ | 

'*' ^ Y 'aie welcome to the downfall of the ftage : 

The fools have labourM long in their vocation 5 

And vice, the manufaflure of the nation, 

O'erftocks the town fo much, and thrives fo well. 

That fops and knaves grow drugs, and will not felK 

In vain our wares on theatres arc (hown. 

When each has a plantation of his own. 

His caufe ne'er fails ; for whatfoe'er he fpends. 

There's ftilJ God's plenty for himfclf and friends. 

Should men be rated by poetic rules, 

Lord ! what a.jyjil would there be rais'd from fools I 

Mean time poor wit prohibited muft lie. 

As if 'twere made feme French commodity. 

Fool! 
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Dols you will have, and rais'd at vaft ex pence 5 

nd yet, as foon as feen, they give oftence. 

ime was, wfien none would cry, That oaf was me ; 

jt'now you ftrive about your pedigree. 

luble and cap no fooner are thrown down, 

jt there ""s a mufs of more than half the town. 

ich one will challenge a child's part at leaft ; 

fign the fanwly is well increas'd. 

' foreign cattle there ""s no longer need, 

hen we're fupply'd fo fair with Englifti breed. 

ell ! flourlfh, countrymen, drink, fwear, and roar j 

t every free-bom fubjeft keep his whore, 

id wandering in the wildernefs about, 

: end of forty years not wear her out. 

It when you fee thefe piftures, let none dare " 

» own beyond a limb or fingle (hare : 

r where the punk is common, he 's a fot, 

ho needs will father what the parifti got. 

XXXL 

ROLOGUE to Arviragus and Philicia 
• Revived : 
[By LoDOWiCK Carlell, Efq.] 
Spoken by Mr. Hart. 

[7JTH (Ickly aftors and an old houfe too, 
^ We 're matched with glorious thea*^res and new, 
i with our alehoufe fcenes, and cloaths bare worn, 
. neither raife old plays, nor new adorn. 
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If all thefe ills could not undo us quite^ 

A briik French troop is grown your dear delight { 

Who with broad bloody bills call you each' day. 

To laugh and break your buttons at their play ; 

Or fee fome ferious piece, which we prefume 

Is fallen from fome incomparable plume ; 

And therefore, Meffieurs, if you '11 do us grace. 

Send lacqules early to preferve your place. 

We dare not on your privilege intrench. 

Or aik you why ye like them ? they are French. 

Therefore fome go with courtefy exceeding. 

Neither to hear nor fee, but fhew their breeding ; 

Bach lady ftriving to out- laugh the reft ; 

To make it feera they underftood the jeft. 

Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay. 

To teach us Englifti where to clap the play : 

Civil, egad ! our hofpitable land 

Bears all the charge, for them to underftand : 

Mean time we languifh, and negle6led lie. 

Like wives, while you keep better company ; 

And wifh for your own fakes, without a faiire, 

You M lefs good breeding, or had mpre good-nature. 
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Tn plume and fcarfy jack-boots, and Bilboa blade. 
Your filvcr goes, that fliould fupport oair trade. 
GOi unkind heroes, leave our ftage to mourn $ 
Till rich from vanquifti'd rebels you return j 
And the /at fporls of Teague in triumph, draw. 
His firkin -butter, and his ufquebaugh. 
Go, conquerors of your male and female foes ; 
Men without hearts, and women without "hofe. 
Each bring his love a Bogland captive homc^ 
^uch proper pages will long trains become ; 
^Vith copper collar«» and with brawny backs, 
*Quite to put down the faihion of our blacks. 
Then (hall the pious Mufes pay their vows, 
And furnifh all their laurels for your brows ; 
Their tuneful voice fhall raife for your delights « 
We want not poets fit to fmg your flights. 
But you, bright beauties, for whofe only fake 
Thofe doughty knights fuch dangers undertake. 
When they with happy gales are gone away. 
With your propitious prefence grace our play 5 
And with a figh their empty feats furvey : 
Then think, on that bare bench my fervant fat 5 
1 fee him ogle ftill, and hear him chat ; 
Selling facetious bargains, and propounding 
That witty recreation, calPd dum-founding. 
Their lofs with patience we will try to bear ; 
And would do more, to fee you often here : 
That our dead ftage, revivM by your fair eyes» 
Under a female regency may rife. 

xxxin. p 
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XXXIIL 
PROLOGUE TO THE MISTAKES. 

Enter Mr. Bright. 
./^ Entlemen, we muft beg your pardon ; here's na 
^^ Prologue to be had to-day ; our new play is like 
to come on, without a frontifpi^ce; as bald as one of. 
you young beaux, without yo)ir periwig. I left our 
young poet, fnivcling and fobbing behind the fcenes, 
and curfing fontebody that has deceived him. 

Enier Mr, B o w E N. 
Hold your prating to the audience : here's honeii Mr. 
Williams, juft come in, half mellow, from the Rofe- 
Tavern. He fwears he is infpired with claret, and 
■will come on, and that extempore too, either with a 
prologue of his own, orfomething-Iike one: O here he 
comes to his trial, at all adventures j for my part, I wifli 
linn a good deliverance. 

\_Exeunt Mr. Bright and Mr, Boiveu, 



\ 



Enter Mr. Williams. 
Save ye firs, fave ye ! I am in a hopeful way. 
I /hould fpeak fomething, in rhyme, ndw, for the 

play : 
But the duce take me, if I know what to fay. 
I'll ftick to my friend the.author> that I can tell ye. 
To the laft drop of claret, in my belly. 
So fai* I 'm furc 'tis rhyme — that needs no granting : 
And, if my vcrfcs feet fturablc'— you fee toy own are 
wantbg. 

T * ^^^ 
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Our young poet has brought a piece of work. 

In which, though much of ait there does not lurk. 

It may hold out three days — and that's as long i 

Corke. 

But, for this play — (which till I have dpne, we (how not) 
\yhat may be its fortune — by the Lord — I know not. 
This I dare fwear, no malice here is writ : 
'Tis innocent of all thinjjs— ev'n of wit, 
He''s no high -flyer — he intakes no flcy-rockets. 
His fquibs are only levePd at your pockets. 
And if his crackers light among your pelf. 
You are blown up ; if not, then he's blown up himfelf. 
By this time, I'm fomctliing recover'd of my flufter'd 

madnefs : 
And now, a word or two in fober fadnefs. 
Ours is a common playj and you pay down 
A common harlot's price— juft half a crown. 
Vou Ml fay, I play the pimp, on my friend's fcorei } 
But, fmce *tis for a friend, your gibes give o'er > 

For many a mother has done that before. J 

How's this, you cry? an a6lor write?— we know itj 
But Shakeipeai-e was an aiStor, and a poet. 
Has not great Jonfon's learning, often fail'd ? 
But Shakelpearc's greater genius ftill prcvaird. 
Have not feme writing aftors, in this age 
Dcfcrv'd and found fuccefs upon the ftage ? 
To ull the truth, when our old wits are tir'd. 
Nut one of us but means to be infpir'd. 
Let your kind prefence grace our hcnnely cheer 5 . 1 
Peace and the butt, is all our buGnefs here : > 

So much for that ',— 2i\\d the devil take fmall beer. 3 

^^-^W, F.pi- 
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XXXIV. 
Epilogue to Henry II. 

[By Mr. Mountfort, 1693.] 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

'TpHUS you the fail cataftrophe have feen, . 

-*• OccafionM by a millrefs awd a queen. 
Queen Eieanoj- the proud was French, they fay; 
But EngliHi inanufa6lure got the day. 
Jane Clifford was her name, as books aver: 
Fair Rofamond was but her Nom de gueire. 
Now tell me, gallants, would you lead ycur life 
With fuch a miftrefs, or with fuch a wife ? 
If one muft be your choice, which d^ye approve. 
The curtain le6lure, or the curtain love ? 
Would ye be godly with perpetual ftrife, 
Still drudging on with homely Joan your wife i 
Or take your pleafure in a wicked way. 
Like honeft whoring Harry in the play ? 
I guefs your minds : the mifbrefs would be taken. 
And naufeous noatrimony fent a packing* 
The devirs in you all ; mankind 's a rogue j 
You love the bride, but you dcteft the clog. 
After a year, poor fpoufe is left i' ih' lurch. 
And you, like Haynes, return to mother- churcb. 
Or, if the name of Church comes crofs your mind. 
Chapels of cafe behind our fcenesyou find. 
The playhoufe is a kind of mftrkct-pl^ce ; 
One chaffers for a voice, another for a face : 

T s ^^v 
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Nay, fome of you» I dare not fay how manyj 
Would buy of me a pen'worth for your pesny* 
Ev'n this poor face, which with my fa» I hide. 
Would make a fhift my portion to provide. 
With fome fmall perquifites I have beiide. 
Though for your love, perhaps, I fliould not carcj^ 
I could not hate a man that bids me fair. 
What might enfue, 'tis hard for me to tell } 
But I was drencli'd to-day for loving weU, 
And fear the poifon that would make me fwell.. 

XXXV. 
A PROLOGUE. 

/^ ALLANTS, a baftiful poet bids mc fay,. 
^-^ He 's come to lofe his maidenhead to-day. 
Be not too fierce ; for he 's b^t green of age. 
And ne'er, till now, debauch'd upon the ftage^ 
He wants the fufferin^part of refolution. 
And comes with blufhes to his execution. 
Ere you deflower his Mufe, he hopes the pit 
Will make fome fettlement upon his wit. 
Promife him well, before the play begin : 
For he would fain be cozen'd into fin. 
'Tis not but that he knows you mean to failj 
But, if you leave him after being frail. 
He ']i have, at leaft, a fair pretence to rail r 
To call you bafe, and fwear you usM him ill. 
And put you in the new deferters bill. 
Lord, what a troop of perjur'd men we (ee.j. 
JSflbw to iill another Mercury I 



I 



But 



PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. »79 

But this the ladies may with patience brook-: ^ 

Theirs are not the firft colours you forfook. 
He would be loth the beauties to offend 5 
But, if he fhould, he 's not too old to mend. 
lle*s a young plant, in his firft year of bearing ; 
But his friend fwears, he will be worth the reacing«- 
His glofs is dill upon him : though 'tis true 
He's yet unripe, yet take him for the blue. 
You tliink an apricot half green is beft j 
Tlieie's fweet and four, and one fide good at haft. 
Mangos and limes, whofe nourifhment is little, 
Though not for food, are yet preferv'd for pickle- 
So this green writer may pretend, at leaft. 
To whet your ftomachs foF a better feafL. 
He makes this difference in the fexcs too y 
He fells to men, he gives himfelf to you. 
To both he would contribute lome delight j. 
A meer poetical hermaphrodite. 
Thus he's, equipped, both to be woo'd, and wooj. 
With arms olfenfive and defenfive too ;. 
'Tis hard, he thinks, if neither part will do., 

XXXVL 

PRaLOGUE TO A L B U'M-A Z A R. 

'T^O fay, this Comedy pleas'd long ago, 
-* Is not enough to make it pafs you now; 
Yet, gentlemen, your anceftors had wit ; 
When few men cenfur'd^ an ^ when fewe^. writ. 

T 4 Mdl 



«So DR YD EN'S POEMS. 

And Jonfon, of thofe few th« beft» chofe this. 

As the beft model of his mafter-piece s 

Subtle was got by our Albuixiazar, 

That Alchemift by this Afttologcr j 

Here be was fafhion'd, and we may fuppoCe 

He lik*d the fafhion well, who wore the clothes. 

But Ben made nobly his what he did mould } 

What was another^s lead, becomes his gold : 

Like an unrighteous conqueror he reigns. 

Yet rules that well, which he unjuftly gains. 

But this our age fuch authors does afford. 

As make whole plays, and yet fcarce write one won!: 

Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all. 

And what's their plunder, their poiTeflion call : 

Who, like bold padders, fcom by night to prey, 

But rob by fun-fliine, in the face of day: 

Nay fcarce the common ceremony ufe 

Of, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your Mufe ; 

But knock the Poet down, and, with a grace. 

Mount Pegafus before the owner's face. 

Faith, if you have fuch country Toms abroad, 

'Tis time for all true men to leave that road. 

Vet it were modeft, could it but be faid. 

They ftrip the living, but thefe rob the dead j 

Dare with the mummies of the Mufes play. 

And make love to them the -Egyptian wayj 

Or, as a rhyming author would have faid. 

Join the dead living to the living dead. 

Such men in Poetry may claim fome part: 

They have the licence, though they want the art ; 

And 
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And might, where theft was prnsM, \ 

Poets, not cf the head, but of tiir Isaad* 

They make the henef.ts of othm Itudymf^ 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-Pud dwi|;» 

Whofe difh to challenge no man has t!be com r j g t f 

*Tis all his own, when once he has ffit i*A*pemdp^ 

But, gentlemen, yoa^re all coocern'd m dbts; 

You are in fiult for what they do amsis i 

For they their thefts ffill undilcorer^d tkad^ 

And durft not fteal, nnlefs you pleale to wmHu 

Perhaps, you may award by your decree. 

They fliould refund ; but that can never be* 

For ihould yoo letters of repriial leal, 

Thcfe men write that which no man die wmdd InL 

xxxvn. 
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Y' OU faw our wife was chafie, yet thfoogbly Hy*^ 

And, without doubt, f are hugely cdify^d ) 
For, like our hero, whom we fliew^d to-d^. 
You think no woman true, but in a play. 
Love once did make a pretty kind of ihow : 
Efteem and kindnefs in one breaft would grow s 
But 'twas Heaven knows how many years ago. 
Now fome fmall-chat, and guinea expe^ation. 
Gets all the pretty creatures in the nation s 
In Comedy your little felves you meetj 
'Tis Covent Garden drawn in Bridges -ftrect. 

7 Smile 
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Smile on our author then, if he has ihown 
A jolly nut-brown baftard of your own. 
Ah ! happy you, with eafe and with delight. 
Who aft thofe follies, Poets toil to write ! 
The fweating Mufe does almoft leave the chace; 
She puflfs, and hardly keeps your Protean vices pace. 
Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly 
To fome new frilk of contrariety* 
You roll like fnow-balU, gathering as you run $ 
And get feven devils, when difpofTefsM of one^ 
Your Venus once was a Platonic queen j 
Nothing of love befide the face was^ £een j 
But every inch of her you now uncafe> 
And clap a vizard'-ma^ upon the face : 
For fins like thefe, the zealous of the land,. 
With little hair, and little or no band. 
Declare how circulating peftilences 
Watch, every twenty years, to fnap offences. 
Saturn, ev'n now, takes doftoral degrees j 
■He'll do your work this fummer without fecs^ 
Let all the boxes, Phoebus, find thy grace. 
And, ah, preferve the eighteen-pcnny place l* 
But for the pit confounders, let them go, 
r And find as little mercy as they fhow : 
The Aftors thus, and thus thy Poets pray j 
For every critic fav'd, thou damn'ft a play. 
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xxxvra. 

Prologue to the Husband his own Cuckold, 

T IKE fome raw fbphifter that mounts the pulpitis 

-■-' So trembles a young poet at a full pit. 

UnusM to crowds, the Parfon quakes for fear. 

And wonders how the devil he dufft come there 5 

Wanting three talents needful for the place, 

9ome beard, fome learning, and fome little grace : 

Nor is the puny Poet void of care. 

For authors, fuch as our new authors are. 

Have not much learning nor much wit to fpare : 

And as foi* grace, to tell the truth, there 's fcarce one,. 

But has as little as the very Parfon : 

Both fay, they preach and write for your inftruftion i 

But 'tis fcnr a third day, and for indu6lion. 

The difference is, that though you like the play» 

The Poet's gain is ne*er beyond his day. 

But with the Parfon *tis another cafe. 

He, without holine(s, may rife to grace 5. 

The Poet has one difadvantage more. 

That, if his play be dull, he *8 damnM all o'er. 

Not only adamn*d blockhead, but daron*d poor. 

But dulnefs well becomes the fable garment j 

I warrant that ne'er fpoilM a Prieft's preferment s 

Wit *s not his bufinefs ; and as wit now goes^ 

Sirs, ^tismot fo much yours as you fuppofe. 

For you like nothing now but naufeoos beaux.. 

You 
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You laugh not, gallants, as by proof appears, 
At what his bcaufliip fays, but what he wears j 
So 'tis your eyes are tickled, not your cars i 
The taylor and the furrier find the ftuff. 
The wit lies in the drefs, and monftrous muff. 
The truth on 't is, the payment of the pit 
Is like for like, dipt money for dipt wit. 
You cannot from our abfent autlior hope 
He fhould equip the ftage wiih fuch a fopj 
Fools change in England, and new fools arife, 
For though th' immortal fpecies never dies. 
Yet every year new maggots make new flics. 
But where he lives abroad, be fcarce can find 
Cue fool, for millions that he left behind. 

XXXIX. 

Prologue to the Pilgrim. 
Revived for our Author's Benefit, Anno 1700. 

TT O W wretched is the fate of thofe who write! 
•■-*• Brought muzzled to the ftage, for fear they bitt. 
Where, like Tom Dove, they ftand the common foci 
Lugged by the critic, baited by the beau. 
Yet, worfe, their brother Poets damn the play. 
And roar the loudeft, though they never pay. 
The fops are proud of fcandal, for they cry. 
At every lewd, low charafter,— That *s I. 
He, who writes letters to himfelf, would fwear. 
The world forgot him, if he was not there, 

Wit 
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What ihould a Poet Ho ? 'Tis hard for one 
To plcafure all the fools that would be (hown : 
And yet not two in ten will pafs the town. 
Moft coxcombs are not of the laughing kind ; 
More go^s to make a fop, than fops can find. 

Qiiack Maurus, though be never took degrees 
In either of our univerfities ; 
Yet to be (hown by fome kind wit he looks, 
Becaufc he played the fool and writ three books* 
But, if he would be worth a Poet^'s pen. 
He muft be more a fool, and write again i 
For all the former fuftian ftufF he wrote> 
Was dead-bom doggrel, or is quite forgot I 
His man of Uz, ftript of his Hebrew robe. 
Is juiV the proverb, and As poor as Job. 
One would have thought he could no longer jog i 
But Arthur was a level, Job's a bog. 
There, though he crept, yet ftill he kept in fight | 
Butliere, he founders in, and finks downright* 
Had he prepared us, and been dull by rule, 
Tobit had firft been tumM to ridicule : 
But our bold Briton, without fear or awe, 
O'e; -leaps at once the whole Apocrypha j 
Invades the Pfalms with rhymes, and leaves no room 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come. 

But when,' if, after all, this godly geer 
Is not fo fenfelefs as it would appear ; 
Our mountebank has laid a deeper train, 
His cant, like Merry Andrew^s noble vein, 
Ot- calls the fefts to draw them in again. 
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At leifure hours, in epic Cong he dealt. 
Writes to the rumbling of his coaches wheeii, 
Prefcribes in hafte, and feldom kills by rule. 
But rides triumphaiit between ftool and ftool. 

Well, let him go ; ^tis yet too early day^ 
To get hirofelf a place in farce or play. 
We knew not by what name we fhould arraign him. 
For no one categoiy can contain him j 
A pedant, canting preacher, and a quack. 
Are load enough to break one afa^s back : 
At laft grown wanton, he prefumM to write, 1 

TraducM two kjngs^- their kindnefs to requite ; > 
One made tl^e do^lor, and one dubb'd the knight. J 

XL. 
Epilogue tothePjLORiM. 

75 ERHAPS the Parfon ftretch'd a point too far, 

■*■ When with our Theatres he wagM a war. 

He tells you, that this very moral age 

Receiv'd the firft infeftion from the ftage* 

But furc, a banifti'd court, with lewdnefs frauo-ht. 

The feeds of open vice, returning, brought. 

Thus lodg'd (as vice by great example thrives) 

It firft debauched the daughters and the wives. 

London, a fruitful foil, yet never bore 

So plentiful a crop of horns before. 

The Poets, who muft live by courts, or ftanre. 

Were proud, fo good a government to ftrvc j 

7 And, 
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And, mixing with buffoons and pimps prophanr. 
Tainted the Stage, for fome fmall fnip of gain. 
For they, like harlots, «nder bawds profeft. 
Took: all th' ungodly pains, and got the leaft. 
Thus did the thriving malady prevail,- 
The court its head, the Poets but the tail. 
The fm wns of our iiative growth, 'tis true j 
The fcandal of the fin was wholly new. 
JNlifTes they were, but modeftly x:onceard ; 
"White-hall the naked Venus firft revealM. 
Who (landing as at Cyprus, in her flirine. 
The ftrumpct was ador'd with rites divine. 
Ere this, if faints had any fecret motion, 
Twas chamber-praftice all, and clofe devotionk 
I pafs the peccadillos of their time ; 
l^othing but open lewdnefs was a crime. 
A monarch's blood was venial to the nation. 
Compared with one foul aft of fornication. 
14ow, they would filence us, and (hut the door^ 
That let in all the bare-fac'd vice before. 
As for reforming us, which fome pretend. 
That work in England is without an end : 
Well may we change, liut we (hall never mend* 
Yet, if you can but bear the prefent Stage, 
We hope much better of the coming age. 
What would you fay, if we (hould (irft begia 
To (lop the trade of love behind the fcene : 
Where aftrelTes make bold with married men ? 
For while abroad fo prodigal the dolt is. 
Poor fpou(e at home as xagged as a<;olt is. 
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In ihort, we'll grow as moral as we can. 

Save here and there a woman or a man : 

But neither you, nor we, with all our pains, J 

Can make clean work ; there will be fome remains, f 

While you have ftill your Oats, and wc our Hains. J 

EPIGRAM, 
On the Dutchcfs of Portsmouth's Pifture. 

SURE we do live by Cleopatra's age. 
Since Sunderland does govern now the ftage t 
She of Septimius had nothing made, 
Pompcy alone had been by her betray 'd- 
Were (he a poet, (he would fuitily boaft. 
That all the world for pearls had well been loft. 

EPITAPH. 

Intended for Mr. Dryden*s Wife. 

TT ERE lies ray wife : here let her lie ! 
•■• •*• Now (he 's at reft, and fo am I. 

Description of old Jacob Tonsok*. 
XTrriTH leering look, bull-fac'd, and freckled fair, 
' • With two left-legs, with Judas-colour'd hair. 
And frowzy pores that taint the ambient air.-* 

* On Tonfon's refufmg to give Dryden the price he 
a(ked for his Virgil, the Poet fcnt him the above 5 and 
added, " Tell the dog, that he who wrote them, can 
** write more.'* The money was paid. 
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To the unknown Author of Absalom 
and AcHitopHEL. 

'T* AKE it as carneft of a faith renew'd, 
* Your theme is vaft, your verfe divinely good : 
Where, though the Nine their beauteous ftrokes repeat, - 
And tlie turn'd lines on golden anvils beat. 
It looks as if they ftrook them at a heat. 
So all ferenely great, fo juft refin'd. 
Like angels love to human feed inclinM, 
It ftarts a giant, and exalts the kind. 
'Tis fpirit feen, whofe fiery atoms roll. 
So brightly fierce, each fyllable 's a foul. 
'Tis miniature of man, but he 's all heart 5 
'Tis what the world would be, but wants the art j 
To whom ev*n the fanaticks altars raife. 
Bow in their own defpite, and grin your praife j 
As if a Milton from the dead arofe, 
Fird off the ru ft, and the right party chofe. 
Nor, Sir, be (hockM at what the gloomy fay 5 
Ttirii not your feet too invirard, nor too fplay. 
*Ti8 gracious all, and great : Pufh on your theme j 
Lean your grieved head on David^s diadem. 
David, that rebel IfraePs envy movM ; 
David, by God and aH good men beloved • 

Vol. IL U "^^^ 
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The beauties of your Abfalom excel : 
But more the charms of charming Annabel : 
Of Annabel, than May's firft mom more bright, 
Chearful as fummer's noon, and chafte as winter's nig 
Of Annabel, the Mufes deareft theme j 
Of Annabel, the angel of my dream. 
Thus let a broken eloquence attend. 
And to your mafter-piece thefe (hadows fend. 

N AT. I*B 

%• Mr Duke's verfes to Mr Dryden may be 1 
in the volume of his Poems. 



To the concealed Author of Absal( 
and Achitophel. 

TT AIL, heaven -born Mufel hail, every facred pa 
-■■ •* The glory of our ifle and of our age. 
Th' infpiring fun to Albion draws more nigh. 
The north at length teems with a work, to vie 
With Homer's flame and Virgil's majefty. 
While Pindus' lofty heights our poet fought, 
(His ravilh'd mind with vaft ideas fraught) 
Our language faii'd beneath his rifing thought. 
This checks not his attempt ; for Maro's mines 
He drains of all their gold, t' adgrn his lines : 
Through each of which the Mantuan Genius fhines 
The rock, obey'd the powerful Hebrew guide. 
Her flinty bread diflblv'd into a tide : 
Thus on our ftubborn language he prevails. 
And makes the Helicon in which he fails i 
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The djale6l, as well as fenfe, invents. 

And, with his poem, a new fpecch prefents. 

Hail then, thou matchlefs Bard, thou great nnknown^ 

That give your country fame, yet (hun your own ! 

In vain ; for every where your praife you find. 

And, not to meet it, you muft (hun mankind. 

Your loyal theme each loyal reader draws, ^ 

And ev'n the fa6lious give your verfe applaufc, > 

Whofe lightning ftrikcs to ground their idol caufir : } 

The caufe for whofe dear fake they drank a flood 

Of civil gore, nor fp:ir\i the royal blocd ; 

The caufe, whofe growth to cn;(h, our prelates wrote 

In vain, almoft in vain our heroes fought ; 

Yet by one (lab of your keen fatire dies : 

Before your facred iines their fliatter'd Dagon lies. 

Oh ! if unworthy we appear to know 
The fire, to whom this lovely birth we owe : 
Deny'd our ready homage to exprefs. 
And can at heft but thankful be by guefs ; 
This hope remains : May David's godlike mind, 
(For him 'twas wrote) the unknown author find ; 
And, having found, fhower equal favours down 
On wit fo vaft, as could oblige a crown. 

N.Tate. 

Upon the A u t h or of the Medal. 

/^N C E more our awful poet arms, t* engage 
^^ The threatening hydra-fa6lion of the age 5 
Once more prepares his dreadful pen to wield> 
And every Mufe attends him to the field. 
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By art and nature for this taflc deTign'd, 
Yet modeftly the fight he long decline ; 
Forbore the torrent of his vcrfe to pour. 
Nor loos'd his fatire till the needful hour. 
His fovereign's right, by patience half betray"*d, 
WakM his avenging genius to his aid. 
Bleft Mufe, whofe wit with fuch a caufe was crown 
And bleft the caufe that fuch a champion found ! 
With chofen verfe upon the foe he falls. 
And black fedition in each quarter g^lls ; 
Yet, like a prince with fubjcfts forc'd t' engage. 
Secure of conqueft he rebates his rage 5 
His fury not without diftin£lion /beds. 
Hurls mortal bolts, but on devoted heads 5 
To lefs-infefted members gentle found. 
Or fpares, or elfe pours balm into thfe wound. 
Such generous grace th' ingrateful tribe abufe. 
And trefpafs on the mercy of his Mufe : 
Tlieir wretched doggrel rhymers forth they bring. 
To fnarl and bark againft the poets' king j 
A crew, that fcandalize the nation more. 
Than all their treafon- canting priefts before. 
On theie he fcarce vouchfafes a fcornfiil fmile. 
But on their powerful patrons turns his ftyle : 
A ftyle Co keen, as ev'n from faftion draws 
The vital polfon, ftabs to th' heart their caufe. 
Take then, great Bard, what tribute we can raife; 
Accept our thanks, for you tranfcend our praife. 
* I N. Tati 
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To the unknown Author of the Medal; 
and of Absalom and Achitophel. 

THUS pious ignorance, with dubious praife. 
Altars of old to Gods unknown did raife t 
They knew not the lo?'d deity ; they knew 
Divine efFedls a caufe divine did ftiew j 
Nor can we doubt, when fuch thefe numbers, are, -^ 
Such is tlieir caufe, though the worft Mufe fliali dar* C 
Their facred worth in hujnble verfe declare. J 

As gentle Thames, charm'd with thy tuneful fong. 
Glides in a peaceful majefty along; 
No rebel ftone, no lofty bank, does brave 
The eafy paflage of liis filent wave : 
So, facred poet, fo thy numbers flow. 
Sinewy, yet mild as happy lovers wooe ; 
Strong, yet harmonious too as planets move. 
Yet foft as down upon the wings of love. 
How fweet does virtue in your drefs appear j 
How much more charming, when much lefs fevere ! 
Whilft you our fenfes harmlefsly beguile. 
With all th' allurements of your happy ftilej 
Y' infmuate loyalty with kind deceit. 
And into fenfe th' unthinking many cheat. 
So the fweet Thracian with his charming lyre 
Into rude nature virtue did infpire ; 
So he the favage herd to reafon drew, 
Y^t fcarce fo fweet, fo charmingly as you. 
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O that you would, with fome fuch powerful charm^ 

Enervate Albion to^uft valour warm ! 

Whether much-fuftering Charles ftiall theme afFord, 

Or the great deeds of godlike Jameses fword. 

Again fair Gallia might be ours, again 

Another fleet might pafs the fubje^ main. 

Another Edward lead the Britons on. 

Or fuch an OITory as you did moan ; 

While in fuch numbers you, in fuch a ftrain. 

Inflame their courage, and reward their pain. 
Let falfe Achitophel the rout engage. 

Talk eafy Abfalom to rebel rage ; 

Let frugal Shimei curfe in holy zeal. 
Or inodeft Corah more new plots reveal ; 
Whllft conftant to himfelf, fecure of fate, 
C»ood David ftill maintains the royal ftate. 
Though each in vain fuch various ills employs. 
Firmly he ftand, and ev'n thofe ills enjoys ; 
rirm as fair Albion, midft the raging main. 
Surveys incircling danger with difdain. 
In vain the waves aflault the unmovM (hore. 
In vain the winds with mingled fury roar. 
Fair Albion*s beauteous cliffs ftiine whiter than before. 
Nor (halt thou move, though hell thy fall coufpiiC; 
Though the worfe rage of zeaPs fanatic fire ; 
I'hon b.-ft, thou greateft of the Britilh race, 
Thcu only fit to fill great Charles's place. 

Ah, wretched Britons ! ah, too Ihibhorn ifle ! 
Ah, ilifF-neck'd Ifrael on bieft Cunuan's foil! 

A 
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Are thofe dear proofs of heaven's indulgence vain, 

Reftoring David and his gentle reign ? 

Is it in vain thou all the goods dod know, 

Aufpicious ftars on mortals fhed below, 

While all thy ftrearas with milk, thy lands with honey 

flow? 

No more, fond ifle ! no more thyfelf engage 
In civil fury, and inteftine rage : 
No rebel zeal :hy duteous land moleft. 
But a fmooth calm ibothe every peaceful bread. 
While in fuch charming notes divinely fmgs 
The beft of poets, of the beft of kings. 

J. A D A M $► 

To Mr. Dry DEN, on his Religio Laici., 

'T^ HOSE Gods the pious ancients did adore, 

-■* They learnt in verfe devoutly to implore. 
Thinking it rude to ufe the common way 
Of talk, when they did to fuch beings pray. 
Nay, they that taught religion firft, thought fit 
In verfe its facred precepts to tranfmit : 
So Solon too did his firft flatutes draw. 
And every little ftanza was a law. 
By thefe few precedents we plainly fee 
The primitive defign of poetry j 
Which, by reftoring to its native me. 
You generoufly have refcucd from abufe. 
Whilft your lov'd Mufe does in fvveet numbers fmg, 
She^ vindicates her God, and godlike king. 
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Atbeifty and rebel too, fhe does oppofe 

(God and the king have always the fame foes). 

Legions of verfe you raife in their defence. 

And write the faftious to obedience j 

You the bold Arian to arms defy, 

A conquering champion for the Deity 

Again ft the whigs firft parents, who did dare 

To difinherit God -Almighty's heir. 

And what the hot-brain*d Arian firft began, ^ 

Is carried on by the Socinian, t 

Who ftill aftbciates to keep God a man. j 

But 'tis the prince of poets' talk alone 

T' aflert the rights of God's and Charles's throne. 

Whilft vulgar poets purchafe vulgar fame 

By chaunting Chloris' or fair Phyllis' name j 

Whofe reputation (hall laft as long. 

As fops and ladies fing the amorous fong. 

A nobler fubjc6l wifely they refufe. 

The mighty weight would crufti theii- feeble Mufc. 

So, ftory tells, a painter once would try 

With his bold hand to limn a deity : 

And he, by frequent praflifing that part, 

Could draw a minor-god with wondrous art : 

But when great Jove did to the workman fit. 

The rtiunderer I'uch horror did beget, 

That put the frighted artift to a ftand, 

And made his pencil drop from 's baffled hand. 
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To Mr. Dry DEN, upon his Tranflation of the 

Third Book of Virgil's Georcicks. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 

By Mr. John Dennis. 

WHILE mounting with expanded wings 
TheMantuan fwan unbounded heaven explores^ 
While with feraphic founds he tov/ering fings. 
Till to divinity he foars : 
Mankind ftands wondering at his flight, 
Charm'd with his mufick, and his height : 

Which both tranfcend our praife. 
Nay Gods incline their ravifhM ears. 
And tune their own harmonious fpheres. 

To his melodious lays. 
Thou, Dryden, canft his notes recite 
In modern numbers, which exprefs 
Their mufick, and their utmoft might : 
Thou, wondrous poet, with fuccefs 
Canft emulate his flight. 
II. 
Sometimes of humble rara! things. 
Thy Mufe, which keeps great Maro ftill in fight. 
In middle air with varied numbers fings ) 
And fometimes her fonorous flight 
To heaven fublimely wings. 
But firft takes time with majefty to rife. 

Then, without pride, divinely great. 

She mounts her native (kies; 
And, Goddefs like, retains hec ftak,\jt 
When down again (he Avc». * Co^- 



